FED SY 25. 
ROYAL HIGHNESSES Servants, 


SET oo Ee. 


- Wricxen.by NAT. LEE. 


> ws £ ” | 4 A 
"Wn $1 7h '% " 
; Y. 2: wm ET i % T> 
* oy 5 A. _ WO. » 


The PERSONS. 


kr | IS 9. 
Theodoſius. __ Mr, Willians, 
Varancs: | '- Mr. Betterton. 
arcian. ,. ..« . ., Mr, $ TR 
of uclus.:; . i i Mg.\ Witt ire. 

hy t-pe ova bief Prks, Mr. Bowman: 

Leohrine.. Mr. Leitherſall. 
Chorus. | | 


C p 


ON iy Pulcheria. re Mrs. Betterton. 


| Athenais. , ;;-, - Mys. Bart. 
* |: ERS | | 
: e JZUIE 
. i \ $10.01 = 
CC TONNENE The STEW EF T2" 4. ION 
4," OA REQ Vos hd / « 
CO NSTANTYNOPLE. 
| | MA. Qs By WV 0: 
*ILICTD Nt. fat A AG Fil hk A 10 bx: 17's 
| Fed! oV| hed 


yy is AY 
Mun 


meer neon yy yan —_ 
3. bo Eo =” : 5 © \ 
To her Grace. the Dutcheſs of Richmond. 
MADAM, kh * 
7-H E - Reputation that this Play received on the Stage, ſome 
few Errors excepted, .. was more- than I could well hope OS 
from ſo Cenſorions an Age, from whom I ask but ſo much 


\neceſlary Praiſe as. wyll erve, once or twice a Year at 
moſt, to gain their good Company, and juſt keep me alive, 


There is not now that Mankind that was then, 
IWhen as the Sun and Man did ſeems to ſtrive 
(Foynt-Tenants of the World) who ſhould ſurvive : 
When if a ſlow-pac'd Star had. ſtolu away, 
From the Obſervers marking, he might ſtay 
. Two or. three hundred Years to ſect agen, ; 
And then make up his Obſervation plain, Dr. Donn, 


For *tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and I bring his Opinion to 
back my own, who is without compariſon the beft Writer of the Age) 
to preſent our Judges a Poem half ſo perfect as we cou'd make it. I 
mult acknowledge; Madam, with all humilicy, I ought to have taken 
more time and more'pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedicated to 
Your Grace, who being the beſt Judge, (and therefore can when You 
pleaſe make us tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardond 
the defeats of Theodoſrus, and given it Your entire Approbation, My 
Genius, Madam, was Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, and 
openly receiv*'d Your Smiles before L'had. the Honour to pay Your 
Grace the 'moſt ſubmiſſive Gratitude for ſo illuſtrious and advantage» * 
ous a Proteftion. To let the World too know that You do not think 
it beneath You to be officiouſly Good, even from extremeſt Heights 
to diſcern the loweſt Creatures, and give them all the Nobleſt Influ- 
Ence You can, You brought Her Royal Highneſs juſt at the exigent 
Time, whofe ſingle Preſence, on the Poet's Day, is a Subliſtence for 
him all the Year after. Ah, Madam, if all the ſhort-liv'd Happineſs 
. that miſerable Poets can enjoy conſit in Commendation, only ; nay, if 
the mot part are content with Pop'lar Breath, and even:for that are 
thankful'; How ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your Grace, wao by a par- 
ticular Goodneſs,: and innate Sweetneſs, meerly for the fake of doiyg 
well, have thus rais'd re above my ſelf. To have Your Grace's Favour 
is, in a word, to have the Applauſe of the whole Court, who are ts 
Nobleft. Ornament,,”magnificent-and eternal.Praiſe, -Sometbing there 
is in Your Mien'fo much above that-we-vulgarly call Charming, that _ 
to me it ſeems Adorable, and Your Preſence almaſt, Divine, whoſe 
dazling and Majeitick Form is.a- proper, Manſion for 'the moſt elevated 


Soul: And let me'teli the World, nay, ſlighing ſpeakit to a Barbarous 
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Age (1 cannat help calling it ſo, wheniI think of Rome and Greece} 
Your extraordinary Love for Heroick Poetry is not the leaft Argu- 
ment to ſhew the Greatneſs of Your Mind, and fulneſs of Perfe&ion. 

To hear You ſpeak with that infinite Sweetneſs and. Chearfulneſs of 
Spirit that is natural to Your Grace, is methinks to hear our Tutelar 

Angels: *Tis to, bemoan. the: preſent malicious Times, and remember 

the Golden Age : But to beholl'you- too, is to make Prophets.quite 
forget their Heaven, and bind'the Poets with eternal Rapture. 


. Here pure and eloquent Blood 
Spoke in ber Cheeks, and: ſo diſtin(Uy wrought, 
That- one might almoſt' ſay, ber. Body. thought.. 
You for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 
' Or took. Souls Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay; ot 
Or ſuch- as need ſmall change at the laſt day. Dr. Donn. 
Zipbares: and: Semandra. were firſt Your Graces Favourites z and* 
thongh I ought not, Madam, to praiſe Your Wir by your Judgment of 
my, Painting, yet I niuſt ſay, Such Characters every Dauber cannot 
draw. It has been often obſerved. againſt me, That L abound in, un-- 
goyern'd Fancy.; but F hope the World will. pardon. the. Sallies of 
Youth : Age, Deſpondence, and Dulneſs come too faſt of themſelves.. 
I diſcommend no Man for keeping the beaten Road ; but I am ſure 
the Noble Hunters that follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches 
ſometimes, and run at-all; or never come in to the fall of the Quarry... 
My comfort is,. I cannot be fo ridiculous.a Creature to any Man as l 
am. to my tf : for, who ſhould: know the Houſe ſo well as the good 
. Man at home ?: who, . when his Neighbours come to ſee him, ſtill ſets 
the beſt Rooms to view 3 and, if he be not a wilful Af, keeps.the Rub- 
biſk and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, where: no.body comes but him-- 
{If , to mortifieat melancholy. Hours, But how then, Madan, in this. 
unſuitable condition, how ſhall Þanſwer the infiuite Honours and Ob- 
tigations Your-Grace has.laid-vupon me ? Your Grace, who is the-moſt- 
heautiful Idea, of Love-and Glory; who, to that Divine Compoſition,”.. 
tave the nobleft and beſt-natur'd Wit in the World. All I can pro- 
_ miſe,, Madam, and be able to: perform,. is,, That.your Grace ſhall ne-. 
ver ſee a Play of mine that ſhall' give offence. to.Modeſty and Vertue 3: 
and' what I humbly offer to the World,, ſhall be of. uſe ar leaſt, and I: 
hope deſerve jmitation ;- which is, . or-ought to he, Iam ſure, the De- 
G2n of all Tragedies and Comedies both: Ancient and Modern. I ſhould 
preſume to-promiſe:my ſelf tao-ſome Sncceſs.in things of this nature, 
if; Your Grace (in whom the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and Goodnels 
_ fem-reconciPdY: at'a-leifure:Honr would condeſcend to, corre@ with: 
ur. excellent Judgment, the Errors of, : ' — : 
= ws 6 | Tour Graces maſt bunible,, | 
224" moſt obedient, and devoted Servant; 
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THEODOSIUS: 


OR THE 


Force of Love. 


ACT I. SCENE [I 


A. ſtately. Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religion, . as in its firſt 
Magnificence : Being but lately eſtabliſht* at Rome and Conſtanti- 
nople. Tye Side Scenes ſhew the harrid Tortures, with which the Ro» 
man Tyrants- perſecuted the Church,” and. the Flat Scene, . which. 15 the 
Limit of the Proſped?, diſcovers an- Altar-richly adorr?d, before it Con- 
ſtantine, ſuppo?d kneels, with Commanders about:bim, gazing at 8. 
blavdy Croſs in the Air,. which- being incompaſ#d with many Angels, 
offers it ſelf to view, with theſe words diſtmily written, (In hoc figs 
no vinces !) Inſtruments are beard, and many: Attendants : The Mi- - 
niſters at Divine Service, walk buſily up and down, till Atticus, the. 
Chief of all the Prieſts, and Succeſſor of St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Rabes, 
comes forward with the Philoſopher Leontine.: The Waiters in Ranks 
bowing all the way before. him. 


A: Chorus heard ' at diſtance: 


— 


Prepare, prepare ! the Rites begin, | 
Let none unballowd enter in, 

The Temple with new.Glory ſhines, 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge-the. place from Sin. 


Attic. Leontine ! ' was ever Morn like this, 
, Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ?- L 

I think no Day fince that, ſuch Glory gave | Th: 
To Chriſtian Altars, as this Morning brings, 


2 THEODOSIUS: or, 
' Feont. Great Succeſſor of holy C bo tom, 
Who now triumphs above a Saint of Honour. 


Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heaw?n; © © "05 cM We 


' Who never fell, .nor ſtain'd ger Oricnt Beams : "op 
What-ſhall I anfiver ? Howfh allyl approach you 
Since my | Converſign, ics yo breath-inſpir?d a> © ; 
Attic, To ſee this Day, th*-Emperour of the Eat” FE 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, 
In his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy years, 
To undergo the Penance of a Cloyſter, 
Confin'd to. narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks? Go 
Faſtings, and Exereifes of Devotion, +. '. .# 
Which from his Bed at midnight muſt awake him, 
Methinks, O Leontine ! is ſomethipg more, 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 
Leont, True, Atticus ; you have amaz'd my reaſon. 
Attic, Yet more, to our Religidus laſting honour, | 
Marina and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
Imperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould, 
That e're the hands of Beauty form?d for Woman ; ; 
The Mirrors of our Covrt,” where Chaſtity 
And: Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luſtre ; 
To Day with Theodcfius leave the World. 
Leont, Methinks at ſuch a glorious reſignation, 
The Angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend, 
In all the Paint and-Drapery of Heav'n ; 
With charming Voices, and with lulling a Pte 
To giye full Grace to ſuch Trivmphant Zeal, 
- Attic. No,'tLeontine ; I tear there is a fault : 
For when 1 laſt confeſs'd ti? Emperour, 
Whether diſguſt and melancholy Blood, 
From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg*d not this Divorce 3 ? 
He only anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes'; - 
Tis ſure, bis Soul is of the tendereſt make : 
Therefore, Pil tax him ſtritly ; but, my.Friend, 
Why ſhould give his Character to. you, _.. 
Who when his Father ſent-him into Penfaa; + | 
Were by that mighty Monarch then appointed 
To breed him with his Son, the Prince Faranes. 
Leont, And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 
That two {ſuch difierent Tempers] ſhould A8FEE: \% 
You know that Theodofius is composHd .::| aw {I 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould make'a' Woman, | : 
Judgment almoft like Fear fore-runs-hiis Actions 5... ! + 
And he will poiſe an Injary fo long, / 
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Fhe Force of Lowe. 

As if he had rather pardon than revenge it: 
But the young Per/zan Prince quite oppoſite, * 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly | 
May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face ; 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo different Tempers, | 
Till I at laſt had forn'd a perfe&t Union, 
As if two Souls did but inform one Body, 
A friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 
And atthe proof be matchleſs. 

Attic, | long to read 
This Gallant Prince, who, as you have inform®d\ me, 
Comes from his Fathers Court to fee our Emperour. 

Leqn. So he ifitended till he came to Athens 
And/at my homely board. beheld my Daughter ; 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never ſaw 
the Glories of a Court, bred up to Bqoks - 
In Cloſets like a Sybil. Shel fay, © 
Long ſince from Per/za brought by me to Athens ! 
Unskill'd in Charms, | but thoſe which Nature gave her: 
Wounded this ſcornful Prince: In ſhort, he forc?d me 
To wait him thither, with deep proteſtations, 
That Moment that bereft him of the fight, 
Of Athenais, gave him certain Death. 


Enter Varanes, and Athenais. 


But ſee my Daughter honowrd with his preſence. 

Vara. *Tis ſtrange! O Athenais! wondrous, all 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars' . 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their ſuff*®rings: 
Saints Canoniz'd that dar*d with Roman Tyrants. 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels, . 
By Oroſmades, it 1s wondrous all, 
That bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sky, 
Above the Head ot kneeling Conſtantme 
Inſcrib'd about with Golder Characters: : 
Thou ſhalt &er-come in this, If it be true, - 
I fay again, by Heav®n tis wonU*rous {trange. 

Athen. O Prince if thus Imagination ſtirs you, . 
A fancy rais'd from figures in dead Walls, 
How would the Sacred Breath of Atticus '. _ 
Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your dyols away, . 
And drive this Athenais from your Sbul, . 
To make a Virgin Room, whom, yet. the Mould. 
Of. your rude Fancy cannot compretiend... * - 
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$ _ THEODOSIUS: &, 
_ Para. What ſays my Fair? Drive Ftbenais from me ; 
Start me not into Frenzy, leſt I rail - % 
. Atall Religion, and fall out with Heaven; | 
| _ And what is ſhe alas that ſhould ſupplant thee? 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, | 
With that chaſte modeſt look when firſt 1 ſaw thee ? 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, * [Recorders ready to flouriſh. 
'T ſwear by all I wiſh, by all I love, | 
: Glory and thee, I would not loſe a thonght, 
| Nor caſt an go that way, but ruſh to thee, 
: To theſe lov'd arms, and loſe my ſelf for ever. 
 .Atbenais. Forbear, my Lord. 
Vara. O cruel Athenaz ! 
Why doſt thou yur me off, who pine to death ? 
Andthruſt me from thee when I would approach thee ? 
:Can there be ought in this? Curſe then thy birth-right, ' - 
Thy glorious Titles and ill-ſuited Greatneſs, Sa 
Since Mthenais ſcorns thee: Take again 
Your ill-tin'd Honours;. take *em, take 'em Gods ! 
And change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If fo at teaſt for toils at ſcorching Noon, 
.In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
At night ſhe will but crown me with a ſmile, 
.Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 
Athen, When Princes ſpeak, their Subje&s ſhould be ſilent, 
Yet with humility I would demand, 
Wherein appears my ſcorn, or my averſion ? 
Have I not for your ſake abandon'd home, 
Where I had vow*d to ſpend my calmer days? 
: | But y6u perhaps imagine it but little 
| For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Zeontine, 
Yet I muſt tell you Prince 
Para. I cannot bear 
+ Thoſe Frowns: [I have offended, but forgive me. 
For who, Athenais, thag is toſs'd 
With ſuch tempeſtuous tydes of love as I, 
Can ſteer a ſteady courſe? Retire, my Fair, [ Recordevs flouriſh, 
Hark? the Solemnities are now beginning, | 
And Theodo/ius comes - . Hide, hide thy Charms, 
- If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
The Royal Yauth who dotes ta Death for Love, 
I fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heav?n, | 
And fix upon thy World, thy World of Beauty. [Exeunt. 
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Entey Theodoſius leading Marina and Flayilla (all three dreſt in white) 


ollowed by Pulcheria. 
Theo. Farewel, Pulcheria ! and I pray, no more : 

For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 

Have I not ſworn the World and I muſt part ? 

Fatg has proclaim'd it, therefore weep no more, 

Wound not the tendereſt part of Theodoſius, - 

My yielding Soul, that would expire ia Calms ! 

Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will tell thee, 

Yet &re I take my laſt farewel for ever, 

The cauſe of all-my ſufferings :-O, my Siſter 4 

A bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, _ 

What Conſtitution ſoft as mine can, bear ? | 
Pulch, My Lord, my Emp'rour,.,my deareſt Brother, 

Why all this while did you conceal it from.me ? 
Theo. Becauſe I was aſham'd to own my Weakneſs, 

I knew tby ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom 

Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure 

Draw near, O Atticus, and mark me well, 

For never yet did my complaining Spirit 

Unlaid this weighty Secret. upon him, 

Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreſion, TNT _ 
Attic. Concealment was a fault ;: but ſpeak at large, 

Make bare the Wound, and I will pour-in Balm. 


Theo. *Tis folly all, and fondneſs-——O, remembrance! 


Why doſt thou open thus my Wound. again, 

And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer drops 

That make me die with ſhame? Hear then, Pulcheria Yf 

Some few pteceding days before I left a 

The Per/zan Court, hunting one morning early, 

I loſt my ſelf and all the Company, 

Still wandring on as Fortune would dire& me, 

-I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in. 

The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw! 

When ſtreight, as if Enchantment had been there, 

Two charming Voices drew me till I came, 

Where divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 

Upon the Ofier Bank two Women ſate, 

Who, when their Song was ended, talkt to one, 

Who, bathing, ſtood far in the Chryſtal ſtream. 

But, oh, what thought can paint thut fair PerfeQion, 

Or give a glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! __ 

Not Sea-born Yepus, in the Courts beneath, 

When the green Nymphs firſt kiſs'd her Coral Lips, 
Tee : : B 
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All poliſht, fair, and waſht with Orient Beauty, 
'Coultin my dazling Fancy match her brightnefs. 
Attic, Think where you are? 
Theo. O ! Sir, you muſt forgive me, 
The chaſte Enthuſiaſtick Form appears, 
As when I ſaw her; yet I fwear, Pulcheria, 
Had cold Diana been a looker on, | 
She muſt have praigd the Vertues of the Virgin, 
The Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe was'veiPd : 
Nothing immodeſt, from her naked Bofom 
Down to her knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 
But oh for me! for me, that was too much ! 
Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her'Neck, her Breaſts,. P.> fs 4 
So nicely ſhap'd,. ſo matcHleſs in their Luftre ! 04:1 offf H 
Such all-perfe&tion, that I took whole draughts OS 
Ofkilling Love, and ever lince have languiſht 
With lingring ſurfeits of. her fatal Beauty! 
Alas, too fatal ſure! O Atticus {” © 
Forgive me, for my ſtory now is done, | Ys 
The Ny mph was dreſft, and with her two Companions, | ? 
Having deſcry*d me, ſhriekt and filed away,. © * PORES Oe 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Zeontrme, - Ke TR 
Th InſtruQter of my Youth, by-chance came in, tt, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that entranc'd me. 4 
Attic, Behold, my LorJ, the Man whom you have nam'd;.. 
The Harbinger of Prince Faraner here, - * 
Theod. O Leontine! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee. ſj! 
Thou Foſter-Father of my tender'Youth,)' | 
Who rear*d the Plant, and prun'd it with ſach Care; 3 
How ſhall I look upon, thee, whoam fallen. -'-*- 
From all the Principles of manlier-reaſon, -_ 
By thee infusd, to more than Woman's weakneſs ? 
Now by the Majeſty Divine, that aws-- 
"This ſacred place, I ſwear you muſt-not:kneel - 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things - * | 
To ask thee; Where, where is my Godlike' Friend p 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall I ſee his Face, © © 
Before I am cloyſter'd from the World for ever?-' 
Leont. Fle comes, my Lord, with'all the c—_ Joys- 
Of a young promis 4 Lover, from his Eyes © 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy. forms 7 
Nothing but Theodof3us Till before him ;" STS got 
His thought, his every word,'is Theodofthes, ** 65 23,1012 2h Ti 
Theo. Yet Leontine, yet anſwer tfie vnee more: GH 2449 7G: 
With tremblings I demand thee. * ” G3 SUV? 
Say—haſt thou ſeen? Oh, has that Heav'ly form.” Fils 


Appear'd, 
. | 


_.- la Fred La! ww 
Appear'd to thee again? Byohold-he's duinb : ? 
Proceed then to the Solemn laſt farewel ; | 
Never was Man ſo willing, and prepar'd. 


2; Emer Varanss,, Aranthes, Attendants. 

Vara, Where is my Friend / oh where is my belov'd, 
My Theodeſius! point him-out ye Gods, ' + 
That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, - ” 
That Janguiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of breath, 

And cannot utter more, + - * Pept + 

Theo, Thov mightieft Pleaſure! | - / 

And greateſt Bleſſing, that kind Heav*n covld ſend, 
To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand Welcomes / 

O, when | look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory : 
Spring in my Breaſt, -and-with a:backward bound 

] run the Race of luſty Youth again. | 

Vara. By Heay*n it joys me too, when I remember 
Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow'd Names; 
Alciacs, |, and Thou, my deareſt Thefeus, *. 

W hen-through.the Woods, we chagd the foaming Boar, 
Wirch Hounds that open'd like Theſſalian Bulls, 

Like Tygers fiv'd, and ſanded as the ſhoar, / 

With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning Dew ; 
Driv'n with the Spart, as Ships are toſt in Storms, - 
We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was onr Courſe; 
Now ſweeping o'er the limit of a Hill ! 

Now with a full Career come thundring down - 

The Precipice! and ſweat along the Vale, 

Theo, Q glorious time? and when the gathering Clouds 
Have call'd us home, ſay, Did we reſt, my Brother ? 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, - 

We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides Fury, 

In all that raging Heat, and pomp of Madneſs, 
With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him - 

So lively drawn,. and painted with ſuch horror, 
That we were forc'd to give it o'er ; ſo loud 
The Virgins ſhriek*d, ſo faſt they dy'd away. 

Vara. My Theodefrus ſtill; *tis my:lov'd Brother ; 

And by the Gods we'll ſee thoſe times agen / 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that-reported 
Chriſtian Enchuſtiim had charmMd.rthee from us, 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by. Melancholy, 
- Thou hadſt4aid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſworn thy: ſelf a Votary for ever? e274 

Theo, *Tis almult tryez and-had not you arriv'd,. 

B 2 | 


x. 


$ THEODOSIS: .&, 


The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been.ended. ' 
This1 have made the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, - 
Devoted to the Pow! r, whom. we adore. 


Fara. What Power is that that merits ſuch Oblations ? > 


I thought the Sun more great and glorious, 

Than any that ere mingled with the Gods; - 

Yet even to him my Father never offer'd 

Aore than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes :- 

Now by thoſe golden Beams, that glad: the World, 

1 ſwear it is too much: For one of theſe, 

But half ſo bright, our God would drive no more; 

He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome! Cave © 

Injoy ſuch Charms for ever. . | 
Attic, My Lord, forbear ! 

Such Language does not ſuit with our Devotion : 

Nothing prophane muſt dare to murmur here. 

| Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. . - 

Yet thus far we muſt yiedd; the -Emperour {'; I 

Is not enough prepar'd to leavethe World. : P Lorne 


Vara, Thus low, - moſt Reverend of this Giered Place, " 


I kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 
By your permiſſion that my Theodoſrus\. 
Return to my Embraces. O-my Brother! 
Why doſt thou droop ? There will be time enough. | 
For Prayer: and Faſting, and Religious Vows ; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 
All the Magnificence of Eaſtern Courts 3. 
I hate to walk a lazy Life away: - 
' Ler's run the Race which Fate has ſet before wy 
And poſt to the dark Goal. 
Theo. Cruel Deſtiny /! 
Why am not I thus too? O my YVaranes ! 
"Why arg theſe coſtly Diſhes ſer before me? | 
Why do theſe. ſounds of Pleaſure ſtrike my Ears? 


Why are.theſe Joys brought. to my fick remembrance z ' 


Who have no appetite; but am: to ſenſe, 
From Head to Foot, all a dead Palſie.o're? 
Fara. Fear not, .my Friend, [all ſhall be well again, 
For I have thouſand ways, and thouſand ſtories. 
To raiſe thee up £0: Pleaſure, we'll. unlock ] 
| Our faſteft Secrets, ſhed ypon each other. - 
Our tegderſt Cares, and quite unbarr. thoſe Doors:. 
W hich ſhall be ſhut to all Mankind beſide..- 


Attic. Silence and Reverence.are the Temple's dues:. - 


Lherefore, while:we. purſue the NR 


”S 


ne wy 


: i The epſon x 7 
Be _ _—— or quit Fr a3 nat | att, | 
Imperial Siſters, now twi _ TE RTTUEETS: 
Anſwer the Succeſſor of TM ny alt ek at 
Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer, mez.. oo th 

By thoſe harmonious Rules I 4 _o2 _— | 


2? p 4 hs , 
1} T 3 d ©, INS 
Httieus bi Aw .RP 
p > Fw ; wis \ 
% . — 


Attic. Canſt tho, Martna, leage the wow. | Hi ; - aady- 
The World that.is Devotion's bane ; _ 30 

Where Crowns are toſt; andiScepters PRIASY 
EE NE 5 
TL epepml_e Ca SY\A 

2Prieſt.Can you your coſtly Robes. forbear)... 
; " o live with us in poor Attire ? 

nmr $420 CL aes add 14-04-41 batt. 
ng at midnig in our -Quir PREY Dy CES 


3 Prieſt.Can you forget our golden ; "hy K 
Where you mig LO the morn, (\ 
On Mats to lay Heads, 
oh bave your caut COU Teeſe ſborn? 2 


Attic. Can you ly to fot .all Dax... 
And weep and groan to be (6-0Y 
Can you in broken ſlumbers pray, 
And by afflition merit Heav'n? | Tg 


-_ 
A, 
Aa 
"y 
w $9, 
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Chor, — Votaries, can this be. done, hs: \ ris $63 
bile we the Grace Divine imploye, ET : 
The World bas loſt, the BattePs won ; 
And fin ſhall nevey charm ye more ? 


Marina The gate to Bliſs does open Sand, _-. A 
Sings, And all my penance is m view; = INT > 
The World upon the other hand . NI aunt 
Crys out, O do nat bid adieu? * 


Tet, Sacred Sirs, in theſe extreams, 

Where Pom and Pride their Glories telz. _.. Wn 945.1 
Where Youth and Beauty arc the Themes, = | W 
And plead their moving, Cauſe ſo wel, + 7] 


If ought that's vain my [ought eſe Wh 3 
Or any Paſſions govern ber | 
But whot Divinity qe Weſt's 
O d my. T tever enter 
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lavilla Phat | phat gen Pong who ail2 Tic 56 
Eggs Or what can bumaneChanne perſwath, © | - 
Tbat Aind that bas a Heawt# wiew, whiaoang © 17 Towtu A 
How 6an it be by Earth er_lb® | wy 4 anwed = k ot; N 


No Monareb full of Youth end HR 
The Joy of Eyes, and AWWer Pride, 

Should once my thay os 1 from Heao'n — - 
Though now be wov'd #40 Yor bs T Brine," pear oo k 
Haſte then, Ob highs! and fake in, TIES w 
Hoh Jock Religion Door, hee 3h In. CL 
Secure us from the Coarms of in, _ Og 
And jet us ſee the World. <0 @z : ON LOS : 4 JOLEES 
> 46C RT AE Ioks 


Attic, - Hark ! bark! bold "Fen Cite Y.3 To ney un ) 
Sings, They weave the Air in 7 nog Mini 16 8D CD 
od ſee bis Lute each Angel brin LM SR 


And hark Divinely thus hs" Sgt, £1, 204 te. ! 
To the Pop'rs Diuitit; dl \ jo DSALTIS 
By Men upon Earth, and: ri 7 ng 4 

\ DIC $H2 ity 


Scene ſhuts, and all the prichs bith Marina, and F lav. four, 


Pulgb, For ever gone ! for evet parted. from me! 
-O Theodoſius, till this cruel miothent : - 
I never knew how tenderly 1 lovd 'ent 5 IJ 


But on this everlaſting ſeparation, -©-- - © 343 

Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time * 3: 2k BRO 

Of diflolution points me ta the Grave. SOT OIL ENG. edi 
Theo, O my Yargner, does not now thytemp Mi Apo rods 

Bate ſomething of its fire ? doft thou not melt "we 

In meer Compaſſion of my Silket's Fate, SEAL ARYA, 72.» 


And codl thy ſelf with one relepting t thought, , = 
Vara, Yes, my dar'd Soul rovls3 ard, metre; 27 
Which4 n&er felt betore, now xpmes' UN! on M4); * "2 hoy 6 5) 
And | begin to loath all humane Breath Bf 
Oh! ſigh not then, nor thy hard —_ Wys HY Ld 
Ms one ol SR Coos 
&l} fly a urts, ang L 
Love [hat's mo: e orSftg at oa bots fi 
Princes are barr'd the tihert Toarny \ ape ainl 
The fetter'd mind ſtill Nk as nog 


In g-1den Bands ſhe trea if thop 4 youn "ey | 
-Buſi incis and Cares eral was Re OG a. 9, 
* And when for Air the Goddefs Wwould' pablo, 


"She's —_ with Scepters, and to Fro bs.co TY " o[Excnnt: 


_ 


THE BrieY Loa a T 


YOVE) | 95715 M03 9Þt 2! : "1B oft "If! C Nonct; $ £ 


AGT, at; SEENS | ' 
Enter Pulcheria, Julia, tender. =" I 2-507? 


1959 yor7 mots 143 * i W916 fa 
PFulch. Heſe Packets for the: ur Hlenorigh's g; 2 neguel 1972" 
$2 Be ſwift, let the Agent- 0 Hemp | noo120 "27 
] hear, my FJulra, that oun Getjexdb 91: : | AT Sig 3107 1 f1 3 Tel 
Is. from the Gotbs return'd with Conqueſthame:.- Mit wo 23 
Ful. He is 3; to day I aw bim in; the- Preſence, |: E. O00 953 
Sharp to the Gourtiers;, as:he.ever\ was: 2 075 HT nt 
Becauſe they went not with him to:the Wars! 0 757 node od br gh 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand.” 4 1:fv4 
Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt: Julia 3 oft} have- told thess | word] 
The ſecret of my 'Sontr' If &er 1 marry; "7 fv $f 434] 
AMarcian's my Husband ; he isza/Man, :my Jalda;:'; 
Whom Thave ſtudy*d:ldng,. and found him —_ 5. ! 2boD- 
Old Rome at every. glance looks: through! his Eyes,. WES: 
And kindles the Beholders :* Same ſharpiAtomes:: fs 7 261 
Run through his Frame: wehich:1:conld wiſh had out;)/ | 2731 
He ſickens at the ſoftneſsofthe Emperour,, :. i: .: 1 | 
And ſpeaks'too freely of our Female Court 3.1 :!2 | 


my my $9 2,6) 


Y 6? :$ 


Then ſighs, comparing it. with what Rome was, . —, 
©.3 Of VV... 
Enter Marcian and Lucius, I 2 2: 
Pulcb, Ja! Who are thefe that dare Pn this WF-0 
With more than barb'rous Infolence?” gn _= 


Atarc. At your Feet; 

Behold I caſt the ſcourge of theſe Offetiders,. 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand. C OE $a 

Pulch, Put up your Sword,, | Y. MOM 
- And @erl bid you welcome from the wars; EEE. 
Be ſure you' clear your Honour of this rudeneſs 3, OY 
Or, Marcian,. leave the Court. Cr ole. 

Atarc, Thus then, Madam 3- P. Soo Some / 7 
The Emperour receiv*d me with affeftion; - es pron nd 
Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, 'and retir'd;. Any cs 
When on a ſudden all the gilded Flies oe 9 OR 
That buz about the Court camefiitVring. comnd met [op | 


'This with affeted Cringes, 'a minc'd Wo W368 TUSTIN 
Begs me to tell fab bi gs Beer ek : W. LIGUE.? 4117 D459 IRITD 
W hich done, he thanks me, ſlips behiid his Pat NS 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and Uſtegs, eo eps 
While. I relate my. Story TIT Cn em  » 


| 


oy aA. - 
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A third comes in, and asks me the ſame favour : 
Whereoa puny. > 35 greed. omg 


Goon; but on mo 
Strikes on my hr oog iched ws ARA] wad 


But then I gueſling the abuſe too late, + 
Return'd my Knighs:behind-a box th Ears: 
Then drew, and briefly told them-they avereRaſcals.- 


They, laughing ſtill; -cry'd oue theGenerkV's muſty 57 -! |. 
Whereon I drove *em;\;Madamyz=dsyor faw':! --! . iii 27 
This is in ſhort the Truth, I leave the Judgment | 3 air v1 


To your own Juſtice ; if-L late donelll: oo 
Sentence me, and ll leave ths Court: for ever, : | :c3 ; 
Pulch, Firſt you are welcome,: + reower fromthe Warss 


And ſtill when &'er occaſion: codÞs for Arm '' | 
Heav*n ſend th” Emperor. a:General/ 9; bis 6 EY 


Renown'd as Majtiwor5/as towhat is: paſt; - = 


I think the World will rather praiſe than' conſis.” 
- Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the Attion.: - :. 


* 1 A Ur AC oo 


Marc. Gods ! Gods:+-and: thbu great Founder of OM. Rowe! vp 


What is become of all that mighty Ipinnt,: 


. That rais'd our Empire:to-a pitch 4o 


Where is it pent.?:.Vehat, re ay arkrn An 


Could thus confine it, that hut ſome: few'Atons | [: 3; 


Now run through all the Eaft: - + aw 
Pulch, Speak calmly, Afarciani—m:; / | 
Marc. Who can be temperate, 

That thinks as I do, Madam?! ; Why: heres .-- 


- I have ſeen him HE $2 inſt 2. Troop of; Vandals. . 
as if he 


In your Defenc v4 to bleed 2. 


il e101 6 36: 26 
Come to my arms, my Dear ! Thou 'canſt not talk; 0507 


But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of ?em- 5 - 


- O, Madam, when he-has been all over Blood, 


And hackt with Wounds that ſeem'd to mouth | his FO LPR : 


I have ſeen him ſmile ſtill as he,puſht ger from him, 


And with his ations rakly diſtaps; Fate, - m_C 
Pulch. He has a noble Form. i. ov 
Hare. Yet eva this Man, v il 

That fought ſo bravely in his Contr 


j 


This excellent Man this M ha th cen 4 


-Did:I fee Si before the Em HY Bb he 
-Scorn'd and de pi bone eos, 5 ; 

- Nor plant his Feet as ſogze & he coy £0 | 
. One ſaid his Cloaths were not: well 


His Taylotra— -— 


| 'd ys: © 6+ ts 4 
As if he had not loft jo Far a. CANSDT SL 3 
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: S::196.5 2» {3 ok m7 '4 219 1M NTP 
If things are ſuffer'd tb be thus, waall-... Nh Sy mY 


" inde 


\* The' Forch of | Love.” * 
Authority, Preifitnns Degrecand Vertue;' © | 
Let Rome be never mention*d;” no;"in tlie Nate” 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever; #0 4 
* Effeminate Per/zans, and the. Lyditin ſoftneſs; 


Make all your Fights, - Marcian {Wall our no inore' DEL. edt. 


For by my Arms it makes a Woman/of me-; 

And my ſwoln Eyes run oerito"thittk this worth; TIS 

This fuller Honour than the == L Hp 

Should be ridiculous to Knaves #ndFools' Man FTRED 

Should ſtarve for want of what is neceffiry | 

To Life' s Convenience; W hen Tozutions Bands: 1 

Are ſo o'er grown with Fat, -andcram*d' with Riot, 

That they can hardly walk without an Engine. * | 
Pulch, Why did you not: inform theEmperonr ? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me: Alas, good Man { 

He flies from this bad World, arid Milf when Wars 

And Dangers come, he runs to/his Devotions,” 

To your new thing;' I-know not what you call, it, 

W hich Conftantine began. c 
Pulch, How, Marcian ! are' not you' of that 

Religion which-the Emperour owns?  * 

Marc, No, Madam, if youll ſee-my naked thought, 

I am not of their Principle, that take - 

A wrong ; ſo far from'bearing-with a Foe," © - | 

I would ſtrike firſt; like old Rome ; 'F- ona forth, 

Elbow the neighbouring Nations r6und about, * 

Invade, enlarge my Empire to the bounds 


Of the too narrow Univerſe. * Yes, I own © ; 


That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations.” 

I'am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles; 

For mounting Eagles, -and-the'fancied greatneſs 27 

Of our Fore-Fathers. *'Methinks my theated Spirit 

Covu'd utter things worth loſing of thy Head. | 
Pulch, Speak freely, Martian, for I know thee hone: 
Marc. O, Madam ! long, long may the EmPerour live ; 

But, I muſt ſay, his gentle Diſpoſition 

Suits not, alas, the Oriental ſway*: 

Bid him but look on Pharamond £©'O Gods ! 

| Awake him with the Image of thar Spirit,” 


Which, like a Pyramid revergd, is | ae Jy - 
1 


Ev'n from a point to the moſt dread greatneſs z 
His very Name already ſhakes the World ; 
And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, | 
Like the firſt Ceſar o'er the hardy Gals, 
He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War, © - 
Ok | hr have blata'd my Brother we for this? 
.C 


"Chat 


I4 THEODOSIUS: 0r; 
That to my hand he leaves the State Aﬀairs ; 
-And how that ſounds, you knownommgn— 
Mar, Forgive me, Madam; . 
I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the famn?d Semiramis, 
With all th? Amazonian Valour too, P 
Meet in Pulcberia ; yet, I ſay, forgive me, 
It with reluQance I behold a Woman - . | 
Sit at the Empire's Helm, and Rteer the World. - 
Pulch. | ſtand rebuk®d Ny | | 
Marc, Mark but the growing French. 
The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, 
That 1 can gueſs, is their late Salique Law, 
| Bleſt by their Prieſts, the Sal, and pronounc'd 
To ftand for ever; which excludes all Women 
From the Imperial Crown :, But, oh ! I ſpeak 
| The leaft of all thoſe infigite grievances, _ - | .. 
Which make the Subjetts murmur: In the Army, - 
Tho' I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, þ 
And puniſht ev*ry Mutineer with Death ; 
Yet, oh ! it ſtabb*d me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew | 
With Juſtice they complain*d ; for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, | 
Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though yn-nawyd, 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldier's ftarvdo——== 
Pulch, Your pity too in mournful feHowſhip, - ; 
No doubt might ſooth their murmurs. 
Marc. Yes, it did, . Hl | | 
That I might put *em once again in heart, » 
I aid *rwas true, the Emperour was to-blame, 


3 


'T bluſh, 1 almoſt weep with busſhing: 4B 
If thus receiv'd, how. paid oyr _ "tk | p 


7D ON Rn OO TIOR 


- 1 The Force of Lowe. © "TY 
Why, as intruſted Miſers-pay the Rights | | | 
Of helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. | 
O Soldier, for to thee, to Thee I ſpeak it, NN 
Bawd's for the drudgery of Citizens Wives, © 
Would better pay debilitated Staflions. 
Madam, [I have ſaid perhaps'too much ; if ſo, 
It matters not, for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard gronnd, is ſure to fall no further. 

Pulch, 1 have given you patient hearing, honeſt Marcian ! * 
And, as far as I can ſee irito your Temper, ; 
I ſpeak-my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, 

With ſtricteſt Conſulcation on the matter ; 
I think this ſeeming plain and honeſt, Afarciar, 
Aa exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor. _ 

Marc, Ha! Traytor! © 

Pulch. Yes, a moſt notorious Traytor. | 

Marc. Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe the World, 
Would not have calPd me fo—-or if he had | 

Pulch, You would have taken it=——Bnt to the Buſineſs, 
Wav not enough ! Oh Heaven ! Thou know'ſt, too much ! 

At firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, h 
A bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy; 

Of that Religion which we all a $2 

For which your Heart's beſt Blood can neer ſuffice : 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, 

Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperour ; 

I mention not your Impudence to me, 

Taxing the folly of my Government, 

Evn to my Face : Such an Irreverence, | 

As ſure no barb*rous Yandal would have urg?'d ; 
Beſide your libelling all the Covrt, as if 

You had engroſt the whole World's honeſty : | 
And Flatterers, Fools, Sycophants, Knaves, Bn 
Such was your Language, did inhabit here. | CE 

, Marc. You wreſt my honeſt meaning, by the Gods 

You do, and if you-thns go on, I oT 

_ My (trugling Spirit will no longer bear it. 

-Pulch. I thought the meaning of all rational Men 

Should ſtill be gather*d out-of their Diſcourſe ; 

Nor are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, 

To vent ſuch words, tho? now you fain would hide it ; 

You find the Guilt, and-bauk the-Accyſation : 

Bur think not you ſhall ſcape ſo eaſily } | 

Once more I do confront you, as a Traytor ; 

| And as | am entruſted with full pow'r, | G0 | 
Diveſt you, in the Name of es ER We of 

| | ID 2 | 
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Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours, . et nee S347) 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, [77 9s 7 oe 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian.- :+ .. es IEF: 
Mare. Gods! Gods !. : | _p | 
Pulch. What now ! ha ! does the Traytor murmur? 4 Ha 
If in three days ! mark me; *tis I that doom thee} "OSS HI. 
Raſh inconfiderable Man, a Wreck beneath. tim = 155 10g: < 
The Torments I cou'd execute u1 n thee? i Do ER or Pos 
If after three days ſpace thou'rt found in Court, ET arr at” -; 
Thou dy'[t! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit. 5 81 2g 1h: 4 
Farewell: now rage ! now rail and curſe the Court 3 $ int yur dnt | 
Saucily dare to abuſe the heſt of Princes, Hoh act; tions 521 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all, it can. FI . 
Do, like a mad-man rave ! deplore thy; Fortune, .. +. . 
While Pages laugh at thee, Then hafte to the Army, | | 
Grow popular, and lead the.multitnde: : 
Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the, giddy Beaſt | -NON 
To kick at Ceſar, Nay, it thou weep'ſt,. I am Hou 43, 
O Julia ! it I ita Ws I ſhall weep too. ; [11s 1 
© Yer*tis but juſt, chat I the Heart ſhoyld (--_ 
Of him who once mult Lord it over mc._ + [Ex. «cen PY 
LTuc. Why do you droop, Sir——Come, no more O ; tilts - T7 
You are and ſhall be ſtill our General :, | FY | 
Say but the Word; PII fill the Hippodrome - ; | 
_With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'ror tremble 3 "Ws 
We'll fire the Court about his Ears. 
Methinks like Junius Brutus [ have watcht ES a 
An Opportunity, and now it comes ! qd, Bp 
Few words and 1 are Friends ;. but, noble Marcian, 
- If yet. thou art not more-than General, 
E'er dead of Night, ſay Lucius js a Coward. | 
Marc. 1 charge thee in the name: of .all.the Gods, 
' Come back. I charm thee by the name.of Friend. 
Alls well, and I rejoyce I am no General., 
But huſh ! within three days we mult be gone,, 
And then, my Friend; farewel to Ceremony. } .. 
Well fly to ſome far diſtant lonely. Village, hs 
Forget our former ſtate, and breed with Slaves.. ,: 
. 'Sweat in the Eye of Da oo .and when; Night comes, 
With bodies courſely fld, and vacant. Souls, 
Sleep like the lahoured Hinds, and. never think j 
For if I think 2gain, I ſhall go mad... ind by 


i 
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Entey. Leontin wg Arhenais, os. Pg 
Therefore no thought. But are AFugpprd © "FM 
. ©. Court !. O Emperor ! yer kk jc he nk threateng | : TY 
% | T2 ES x 


And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell? . 


Pit fnd a time; Till thek 4 beg 


© The, Fere 


No General now.? l thet be Jill [7 Sin Fed 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to ] cat of... 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeft Marcran t © 


A Slave, a Traytor! Oye Eternal AE ” is on, [Ez =, 


Leon, So, Atheuais! now opt complement, _ JES 
To the young Perſzan Prince, Is at an end, ere dg 
What then remains but that we take our Lars af 43a 


Athen. My Lord ! os; : ted 

Leon. I ſay that decency requires oe PE SO a” 
We ſhould be gone, nor can” you ſtay We FURY 

Athen. Moſt true, my Lord. 

Leon, The Court is now at peace; | 
The Emperour”s Siſters are retir'd for NORTE 
And he himſelf compog'd 5 what hinders then; 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes ? 

Athen, Ab, Sir, why will you break my heart ? 

Leon, 1 would not; 

Thou art the only Comfo oft of my Age ; 
Like an old Tree: I-ftand 2tiong the ſtorms, 


_T 
TP 


of th os. FF 214 tvte Ba 


Thou art the only limb that I have left me - | | [5k kneels. 


My dear green branch, -and how I prize thee, Child, . © v7 

Heaven only knows, / why doſt thou kneel and weep.?. | 
Athen. Becauſe you' are fo good, and will I hope 

Forgive my fault, who'firſt occaſi on'd 1 _ 
Leon, I charg'd thee to. receive and hear the Prince. . ery 
Athen. You.did, and, Of” my Lord ! I heard $09: ache | 

Too much I fear for my Ereroal Qiiet. 
Lton, Riſe, Athenats * Ciedit tim who hear Wes adorts PSs 

More years than thou :*Faranes ha;  deceiv'd* 4K; We PATDE. 
Atben, How do we differ then'? You judge the Prince 

Impious and baſe 3 while | take Heay*a to witneſs, 

I think him the moſt Vertuous of i nien ; 


| Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accuſe hi, 


Before you make the Tryal. Alas, Varanes, ou 
If thou art falſe, theres no fuch thing on Earth | -1+.3 terbh 
As ſolid Go« daeſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. a 
A thouſand times, Mr Lnrd, he has ſworn to give me 
(And | believe his Oath Y'his Crown andEmpire, 
That day I make him-Maiter of my Heart. 

Leon. That day hel] make thee Miſtreſs of his POPs: nt 
W hich car ries-a-fonl name among the Vee. S Level an 


No, Athenais! let me ſee” thee dead, | LS A Ts a 


\1'!Fo fl 4 KF **) 
Born a pale Corps, and gently laid in Earth; | 


So I may ſay ſhe's chaſte,and dy da YUuSs:.. 


\ 


Which runs as rich as any hens holds, . 


"Were 1 a God, yet would'! 


7443 HA 


"SF THEODOSIDS: '&;. 


Rather thafi view thee with theſ> wounded Exes | t 
Seated upon the Throne of Iſdiperdes, 
The blaſt of Common Tohgues, the Nobles Forms. 
Thy Father's Curſe; that is, the Prince's W | 
"&hen.” © horrid ſuppoſition! how I deteſt it! BETS Es 
Be witneſs Heav?n, tha (ts my ſecret t "0 a PY 
Have I for this, my Lord, nes tau SG bf JR8 - LCA Creed 
The niceſt Juſtice, and ſeverelſt V ertue,. Wt ach | 
To fear Lg Denk, to : _ the end fy Lite: * | 
And witha long fearch diſcern the ſt : TO a 
No, Adair? fohen the Day the higheſ _— Y bh a orth 
So ſcandalouſly rais'd, ' Pride caſt the down, , 1, 4», 
The ſcorn of Hcnour, and the People's prey £ ; HT PE ahad 
No, cruel Leontize, not to redeerd. SON EN 
That aged Head from the: deſcending Axe, \ « GOT OS Li gp 
Not tho? I ſaw thy trembling Body rackt, 
Thy wrinckles abovt thee.fild with Blood, 
Would I for Empire,-to the Man tove, : 
Be made the object of unlawful Pleaſbre. 


Leon; O greatly ſaid, and by the Blood i which Warns me, , ” By 


. 


It would improve the Verfue of the World, .. 

If every Day a thouſand Votaries, 

And thouſand Virgins'came from far to hear thee! 
Athen. Look down 'ye pow'rs, take notice'we obey. . 


"The rigid Principles ye bave'infugd 3 


Yet oh my noble Father! to convince you," _. 
Since you will'haveir{6, propoſe 3 Marriage ; 
Tho with the thought 1 am covered'e re.-with Bl 
Not that I doubt the Prince, that were to doubt. 
The Heavens themſdyes. I know he is all truth: 
But modeſty= 
The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant Oe -- 
That, that alone forbids — 

Leon, 1 wiſh: to: Heav'n | 


- . Thereprove no greater bar to my bellef: 
- Behold the Prince; I will retire a while, - 


And, when occalion calls, corne to thy aid. . ; h : CEx. LG”. 
Linker Varanes,, and Aranthes; 


Fara, To-F& on the Lhrovie, to.me, ſeems lite, 
aiſe her higher. BONE 
This is the nature of thy, Prince :.Byt 6 | 
As to the World thy ja it Jars. aboye me,” 
And I am dar'd wich this'Gipantles Honour ; 


Glory 


: The Foe of Gove: _ 


| Glory forbids het proſpe&t to.a_ Crow 
Nor muft ſhe gaze that way; my haughty Soul, 
That day when ſhe afcends,the Throne of Cyrys, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to. the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, loſt, quite loſt for very 
Aran. What do you purpoſe then? 
Vara: 1 know not what, RY. 
But ſee ſhe comes, the glory of my arms... 
The only buſineſs of my inſtant thought, 
My Souls beſt Joy, and al my tryerepoaſe. 
I ſwear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange defires, 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ond: leave: me. 
Dead at thy Feet 
Athen, What have you found, my 
In me fo harſh or cruel, that you fear | 
To ſpeak your griefs? 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, = 
Streight let the breath of Gods blow me fromEarth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten wich 
If I prefer thee not, O Athenais,, | 
To. all the Per/ian greatneſs! 
Athen. | believe you !.: | EAT, 
For [ have heard you ſwear as much before:.. | y 
Vara. Haſt thou? O why. then did I ſwear > | 
But that my Love knew, nothing worthier of thee, _ / , 
- And could no better way expreſs my Palion. be TT Paths, 
 AAfhen, Oriſe, my Lord — ;. A'--* 
Para. I will do every thing. - - obo 
"Which Athenais bids: If there be more. 
In Nature to convince thee-of 'my Love, 
Whiſper it, oh ſome God, into my Ear ! 
And on her Breaſts thus ro her lining Soul - : 
PI breath th? Inſpiration? Wilt thou nor Tpeak ? --£1 
What but one ligh, no more! Can that ſuffice : ', + 74 |! 
For all my vaſt expeace-1f: Prodigal Love?, | 75 0h | 
O Athenais! What ſhall I ſay or do, '' i 4 1043 706 1 
To gain the thing 1,wiſh?:,;. (NF, f O01 1 
Athen, What's that, my. Lord? FILO © 
Vara. Thus to approach thee ſill? 3 thus to behold thee=== 
Yet there is more \ 3s | 
Athen, My Lord, ..1-dare got how you.: | of 
Vara, Why dolt thou frown, at-what. iow doſt tiot know? | 
Tis an imaginatiag, which pe'er-pierc'd thee. | 
Yet as *tis raviſhiog, *cis, foll of Honour. 
ben, 1 mult not doub you,. Six; But ob-l tremble bY 


Us 
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f 
® 
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{ 
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| 


| « 


% 


We 7 - - THEODDITOS = : 


To think if 1/digerdes ſhould betio1d you; i 731 2þid1 of 120k) 
Shovld hear you thus proteſting to a' Mata —_ $5 Ie. Nees hor 
Of no Degree, but Verene; ir The World— : 040 BD 5: wr 
Fara. No more of this, "io more; for Lifain, Ul vom 9% ape 
All Pomp when thou art bys far he'rhe noiſe” «© 0 07 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whoſe'gentle' Sbijſs OTTY' 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer*d another way. " Ts JO worry | IS : 


4 Fry et rt; - of . E 
Free as the Foreſt-Birds, w&ICpiir together; oh ow \ ox; ge 


Without remembring who-out Fathers' 
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Fly to the Arbors, Grots, and'floiwry k, ern I ge - 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange oor Sole = | or e "61 bony of ' Op 
Together drink the Chryftal of the ſtream. et, oo toore 


Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autunn y Liar —— —5 1 100-5 DES 
And when the Golden Eveniif Yom LE x 


; k, © 
- _ & # / «© 4) > 
: ©. +4 


Wing to our Downy Tru and "Reepril wo. 71 95H v1] 
. Athen, Ah Prince! no more! 6 to £1 in 22907 0 
 Forbear, forbear to charm me, «7 210 290 td ah 
Since I am doom'd to leave you; 6iry fo cher F028 Y 45 00 DOA 
Vara. Hold, W | TY-7 SS III 6. 351 189196 
Athen. Tknow your Royal Temper, 08 J88 $1409? F906 
And that high Honour reigns within Brea, * 990 FSISELL 


Which would- diſdain to waſt ſo many hoyrs- OE " -” C1 UEDA: 

With one of humble blood compar to you: 67 29A82 | nite. 

Unleſs ſtrong paſſion PIIE th6tights't6 loveher,! ha 7 9Vel} 1 29 
f \; 'F 


Therefore receivs6, ol Prince | dr tales ir' EY La 
For none on Earth hut: yowcouldwin it-fron rhe, * oy yr acct all: 
Receive the gift of my Ecernlit Love; 5197s yh 9G On © broa KS. 
'Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little, — 10.1 i tin Chand.” 


For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as ming; i} 11942 ©) [lt [ = : 
No Charms but yours, my Lordy:regid &et Neve diag BY aig V7 
Vara, Well have you madewtfeh ds NT eonifort, THY? 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at md hefore,' $8 LS { 
For this laſt Goodneſs ? (Obg wy "Atbenais!. e$11 9h oft no Þ 04 
(For now, methinks, Longhorocalty ou maileyj2e" PG 1:2" A GIT9 70 2b 5 
] empty all my Soul in chanks before ob3iornr & tlyii uno 3 Sper 
Yet oh | one Fear remains; like Dearth 4v efins me$ 2, RIG vas 705 
Why my relenting Love did talk of partiiig f ii = wi, (3 

Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder; 'Fkave' he rey of 
To obey my Father and he calls mcHene—s 63 £510 Vit 


33 4 > 


Il Liodad 0 21ift 7115 fa gfe: C438 03 *If! wu "6 
Enter Leontine, -——— 9 1909- rela 59% 
Vara. Ha, Leontine ! AH Boyne of all wy. ABians's Ei Oh. 
Have I {6 veeply4nj6r% thee, to merit” 7 9th 20D 16 18 


"The ſmarteſt wound r worn Fake to end mer 05m! J ; 4 


Leon, Anſwer me now uy Prince ! for vertue rompts Oo 
Ag PR widely how SONY Ne Pry 


Wha 


oy 


What can the end of all this Paſſ on be, ! on [i ie 
Glory requires this tric 4ccompr; and asks::: : ; 
W hat you intend at, Jaſk, to;jethengis 2 >, , *y oak 
Vara. How, Leontine / *404 (UF 96 Jy 6; 
Leon, You fav! hety Siryjt adthths; ſaid you Jow'd her, 
I charg'd her humbly! toreceive the Honour, » i _—_ 
And hear your Paſtion,:;;igs:tht 2106, :Sirz 'gbey'd-me 2. wo? 
Vara. She has, I thank the Gods,!:chut er wouldi: thou 1:04 3 
Leon, Having reſolv'd tewafit og 197 tet 1 g's 
You fwore you would not g9,withput agrees Dwghter, 6 "N; 2 ifs. vas 
Whereon I gave commay ch ho ald;follew.ro7 7-1 5 
Vara. Yes, Leontine, my © mbrancerg; + To 19:iic11Ch art F 
- Moſt learn'd of all Philofonhess, -yangdid.. 23] 5d ,Slao!qG of 4 tied 
Leon, Thus long ſhe has attend; Jouve ſeen hoxy t ep ditto A 


Sounded her Vertues agd {er Impe 1A 3:93 Ants 1 aw" 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this nr ar "Re {vii 14.919 $1659 
Which Honour ſounds, and now ;Þ6T. me; demand. YJOU—— 63 $1::544 


YVara. Now help, Arantbes, orrkam daſht forrgver. « -- '/; 204 :! 
Aran, Whatever happens; Sit, diſdain the Marriage. 356913 LA 
Leon. Can your high;thqughts-£ far forget ONO K.n\ 
To admit this humble Yaugia'fas: your Bride 2 3B 74H ym Llord 34! 
Vara. Ha! 4 ho 9143 (1854 51431 00; Lt o Of Tt all f/ 
Athen, He bluſhes, Gods! ,and:ſtanimersat! [the queſTgK.: dd. « 
' Leon. Why do you ia youp AP Lokd ? 
The buſineſs is not much. | £ of -29£bu{ 12837 6 71251 nk 
Vara. How, Leontine ! : 25n1:15; res Bs 5 but 253 bird 
Not much ; I know that ſhe defommes/@ Coma i: Daid 8 219123 
Yet 'tis to Reaſoa-nmch;-thathofliteXane firs 11; dmub 163 124 
And ſure the World,wquld bluſked/Re the. Dagltee - lA adth. 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of _ i107 Nv9 161 
Athen, Undone for eve, GT vn; 1,90 1 HOLT CHOI 0 


Leon, Is this your anfiver, - Sir? o5):;$5n0 wat _s 

Vara. Why doſt thou urge me chos, and puſh mes: oo * 2k 
The very brink of Glory ? where, alas ! © 0151 ig 0-26 0" 'yY 
] look and tremble at the rents: {nol win vill won 
Yer even there, to the vaſt en” Str & {:3199 5046 ant: 2A 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have we leapys rid vol ago 


And graſp my Atbenais with my Ruine, 1 | © | 194 


= by wel ys ry en: 9d 1-7 7 SY 133d 32A 

_ Para. y doſt thon thus ptojallt ime, 1342 3 Ar 307 
I thought that Zrba's Comer bþd-ſtore-of ok d "My 16117 ve 
To ſatisfie the height: of thy Ambigion.o: 2913%91 #73 a0J 7 1:00H 


Beſides, old Man, my Lov i9rog;well roms, | M22 von 20198 
=, | 9nn Vogt 4 154 


To want a. Tutor for his RIA ft 47 19 

What he will do, he will Kel iong 5 69 8s eh 

And not be taught by 5" 6 - aSYGI 0 9v4% £2 ee 
237 D Leon, 


« +8 i 


LI 


- oh 


———_ THROROSfUS3 "y 


f 
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Leon, T know he will not ! £0 050 4 41 5 29. 
Fond Tears away ; I knowy [know he wit: fiot ; 
Bur he would buy with his Old Man's Pref econ 
My Daughter for your Whore. | 

 Vara. Away, Ifay, my Soul diſdains*the' Motion! 7-4 

Leon. The Motion of a Martiage';- yes; } ſee Wy VHA.790 ho rinda't 
Your angry looks ant haughty words $orrap/it':- $:CHES 2007 7:00 Doh 


I found itat the firſt 3-1 thank-you, Sivg 5 1, Ws 


You have at laſt rewarded your old Totor- ah fr oy 2p Ho 

For all his Cares, his: Watchings,- Services BOW foo T0} oy 

Yer, let me tell you,” Sir, ve hom Maid; */ 

This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher,/'© ' I 9 Av 

Shall, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeated 0n-@ Throne; | 8 [es BL cats 2 MBE 31H, 

As high as that of tl? Immortal il £ od) 2 ol end T A 
Vara. I think that Age and 4 PhiloSpby: -- Ved babrr 

Have crackt thy Brain'*'|Fafewel; old Ceomtine, nh PROoT. 

Retire to reſt, and when this'brawling —_— TOON? rho #7 

Is rockt aſleep, Pl} meet my Atbertity e221 Wort 2.45% 

And clear the accoudts of Love, which \ thov haſt blotted; | [Eav... 
Lom. Old -Linaine? !ferhaps'!l any id irideed, r50Y Us. 

But hold-my Heart, end __ #Kli®Vertne; ct 15 

Which I ſo long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins, 2 I BOT IN 

O Athenais? But: I will'norcehide: thee, i 02 1 

Fate is in all:our Adions, aid; - methinks, C 

At leaſt a Father judges ſo ; it -has 

Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for th Eaſineſs : 


There is a kind of mou Eloqaence / 
In thy dumb grief, which ſandevall altrods fibrone: my 
Atben, Alas 3 my: Breaſd is-falbof'Death-z mothinks - S 

I fear ev'n you—— 2 10 Sne M04 5 1Q 
Leon. Why ſhould'ft chou fear thy Fathey?: * b 191 1h ut JF. gh. 
Athen, Becauſe you have the Figure-of » Man! by 2 {#13 Ph OD 

Is t O ſpeak, a paſlibilicy * M972 } MT hes FEW 

'To be forgiven ? til © vote to Hof ene 01 t) 
Loo. Thy Father dow forwtreddoks. 7 9193 369] aq Mn doth 

And Honour will ; but on: this/hafd Oondiniogy: 53 1979.12 

Never to ſee him mare=——_—_ 55; | "Oe > 5. ft vi 


Athen, See him ! Oh Heavens ?-: (#5 i. mm fie Brig 

' Leon,. Unleſs it be, my Danghter;tolupbract kim Ti \ 
Not tho? he ſhould repent.and Trreighy return; 0h COR 
Nay proffer thee his Crowniza—i_No rmiore of what.” 11 
Hogour too cries revenge, revenge thy Wiongs;': or 214i 5322.) of, 
Revenge thy ſelf, eeongr - ptrinee $4 GEV Bo eo 15d 
For *tis Revenge fo wiſe, {0 pang 115% 4010 T £3664 of 
As;all-the World ſhall praiſ Elli of + Vie od gore r 

oem. O give me begve, __- 2 


5) : 2 Bib BRAGA! 7 c- 
For yet lam al tendernes] the Wompijb 557 Lo! > © of F7 
The weak, the mild, the fond; the coward gar te 12 i 
Dares not look forth”; but runs aboat{my Reval; $a 
And viſits all the warmer Manſiofigthereſtid or on ne ns om 
W here ſhe ſo oft has harbour d falſe Para GH is 21 goii't ; 
Cruel Yaranes / falſe forſwort?Yardnes !'- £50: 1:99 big?! Yi of 2 

Lean, Is this forgetting hi im, ? is this the Courſe . 'P 


"Which Honour bids thee 


Athon, Ah, Str, allow Phe 
A little time. for Love JP his way 4 WOE 2s» 
Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, 
And many tears, and thouſand. Oaths it coſt hit; 
And oh I find he will not be diſlodged | 
Without a Groan at * quem, mani forcever: : 02 SHOP why 
No, no ! he vows he will-not: yet be raz?þ v1.5; OY Jho A 
Without whole Floods of Grief at his negnnty : Yamol 1 


= 
1% 


Which thus I ſacrifice? 'and oh'I ſwear, ; wy Ain W, F 
Had he proved true;Tiwould as eaſily -_ 57; f., 
Have empty?*d all my Blood, and dy*d to foes hin. os Ditfih 
As now 1 ſhed theſe drops, or vent thefeidighs;/- 57 -_ 
To ſhew how well, how petfeQly Llovdchim; 75 1 - wi 
Leon. No Woman ſure, Bt thou; ſolow: in Fortune}: -- >: A 
Therefore the nobler 4 ts air Exam) ple; ! 1 $9631 T re oa » nod 12 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince adord her ; 


Nor will it be believ'd in \afcer-timmes, 
That there was ever-ſuth a Maid in | being ; s 
Yet do I adviſe, preſerve thy Vertue 3'' 
And ſince he Joes difſain thee for fiis, Weace, - 
Scorn thou to be=—— hit] + Yi 
Athen, Hold, Sir; -ol otr hold; Forbear;- pazit if 
For my nice Soul abbory tlic very font ; 
Yet with the ſhame of that, and the defoe. 
- Of an Immortal Name, I am inſpir'd'! ::/ 
All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me, 
All Tendernefs, as if I ne'er had lov'd, .-: bs 9 F3 
Has left my Boſom colder than' the Grave. 7 ot 
Leon, On, Athenais ! on, *tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the Track, 'and thon ſhalt be a Star © - 
Athen, O, Leontine, | ſwear, my noble Father]. 
That I will ſtarve eer once foregs my Vertne; Io yen 
And thus let's j 7n. to contradict the World, . | +: 4 
d not tempt a/povrold/Man,' > 1! 


' That Empire 
To hal bs Plince the Hour of his Daughter 3:2 1) 7 {2 3 
And ſhe, too, match'd the'Spirit d#-hoy Fattier:; og MH Daw 
* \Tho' humbly born, -and yet more humbly bred; TER A os 
- S$he for her Fame refugd a Royal 'Bed ooo ID 7 
D 2 | Who, 


Who, tho? ſhe lov'd, yet did; IT Hwur;: 


Nor could her Verme be betray 'd.by Row. vi TT | 


'* And teach the Farr to bli 9h Gonſcious Love: "© 
« Then let all Maids fer. POVIOOMS 4 in. ae Wa. 
< It __ Maid can more for. Glory'd 0; "Hoh -1 
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ACT IL. SCENE"L 
Enter Verines and Aranies : 

Para. [om to my Arms,” -my faithfal, pra yu RL 


Soft Counſellor,* Companion of my ſw & ot 


If 1 had longer been albne, -moſt fure,: 

With the DiftraQion that ſurrounds my Heart, 41 
My Hand would have rebelled ATOM his as > 
And done a Murger here.” Tf 

Aranth, The Gods forbid. 

Fara. 1 ſwear, I prefs:thee with A$ heath or. 
'As ever fearful Bridt ximboac'd her Mang; .--j; ;-- -+ 
When from a Dream of Deathhe wak'd and found | 
Her Lover ſafe; ad:fikeping; by her fide.; 1;*, 

Aranth. The Cauſe, my Lord 2413-114 7. 

Vara. Early thou know?lt laſtj Night: went to i Þ "WM 
But long, my Friend, cer Slumber clog%d; my. Eyes ; 
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' Long was the Combat fovght,. *twixt:Love and neg - = 


The Fever of my Paflion burnt me up, 

My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my:Rack woyhled 5 Y 
My Bed was all a-float with the cold drops: . Th 0 
That mortal Pain wrang from my lah? ring Limbs > 

My Groans moredeep than others dying Gaſps,: 
Therefore, 1 charge thee, -baſte to her Apartmeat 5 I" 
I do conjure thee tell her, .tell ber all -. ..; | 3; 
| My Fears can urge, or Fondneſs can-inyent blo? 


- For any thing I'll do to myzFIrEs. 3.1; 1... = 
Say, 1 will marry. het:nowon; a oortheroinery ; b- 1 


Say all that I would: fay'3- yet, in the- hg 90-459 V7; WA th 


My Love ſhall make i Mmote/than can utter, ;  .. 
Arantb. My Lord.+ both Leenting. ah re PpE, » 
From their ApartinenBelavac; cid.to Jauer 17 93 

Para. Ha! gone; fag trbgud ws 
 Aranth, That was my Eng eg: $, 
| But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeak it, they 5 Ih 


_ 


PlO0OJ09 (1 ?3:7 


'Tell her how I repent; ene Jr, rhe rages ; : 
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. No 


No track behind for Care to find em at; :. 
Nor is it poſhble | 
Vara, It is, it ſhall; | 
FIl troggle with impoſſibilities, 
To find my Athenais: Not the Walls 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, - ſhall hide her from me: 
PI] bring the Force of all my Fathers Arms, . 
And lay *em waſte, but Pll redeem my Love, 
O, Leontine! moroſe old Leontine, | 
Thon meer Philoſopher ! O cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Cholerick doubt, 
Haſt turn'd the Scale ; though 3 in the ſacred Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hung. 
Aranth. Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are Sethr'd to Athens, 
I will ſend Poſt to Night=—— 
Vara. No, no, Aranthes, 
Prepare my Chariots, for PII go in Perſon ;- 
I ſwear *till now, ?till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenais, | 
I ſwear, 1 did not know how much [ loy'd ber; 
But let's away, Pl] to the Emperour, 
Thou to the haſty management of my buſineſs; 
Prepare, to day Pi! go, to day 'Pll find her : 
' No more; Ill take my Teave of Theodoffus, 
And meet "thee on the Hippodrome : away, - 
Let the wild hurry of thy Maſters Love, 
Make quick thy apprehenſion: Haſte, and leaye me! LEx. 


SCENE. I 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, ' Yotaries leading Achenais in ks 
after ber Baptiſm, tobe ci 'd. 


Atticus Sings, - 


O, Chryſoſtom !. look down and ſee, 
An OfPring worthy Heawn and thee! 
So rich the Victim, bright and fair, 
That ſhe'on E arth. appears a Star. 
Chor, Eudotia is the Virgin's Name, T : 
nd after -times fat {ing ber Fame. | 


Atticus Lead ber, Votaries, lead ber in, : 
Sings, Her boly Birth-does now begin, ' | 
2 Vojary. I» bumble Weeds, but cleat® Array, 


Tow ber hel Jootly 166 andy ES , 


- 


roy T TH HEODOSS or, 


- And, when the Rites Drone ; are paſh, _. 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall baſte. 

+2 Votary . Where many a flowry Bed we have, 
That Emblem ſtill to each aGrave : 
nd when within the- Stream we look, 
With Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brook - 
But ob, when in the liquid Glaſt, + , _ | 
Our Heav'n appeat's, we /iph to oi Os 4 

Chor. .For Hearn alone we are Zhen | 

' And all. things bring our ous n p- mind. 


. -w—— 


That is ſubmitted by its Emperour;, 
To your moſt wiſe and providential ſway : 

' What Greek or Roman Ploquence can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul ! 

- I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 

T nat have new-form*d, new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat-form of a Work Divine, 
New-fram'd, .new-built me to your own deſires; 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſio:s out, 

And made my heart a Manſion of perfettion; 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot,. or Votary's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his 7 
Whom we far off adore! * 

 Pulch, Riſe, Eudoſia, - - *- 

And tet me fold ny Chriſtiatfi ih my Arms, 

p With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love. 

+ * 1 Seal thee, O Eudora! mine for ever. © 
Accept, bleſt Charge, the Vows.of Ro hes AﬀeCtion 5 s 
For by the ſacred Friendſhip that I a 
I think that Heav*n by Miracle did fend thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in my Bed; 
And equally, through my-whole Courſe of Ls 
To be the better part of thy Pultheria, 
And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. . 
Atben, No, Madam, no; 
Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wi etch mult bring you; ; 
O rather let me leave the World for evet;, 
Or if I mult partake your R6yal Secrets, | 
If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 
Ler it be far from Cities, far from Courts, - 
Where 1 may fiy a!] human Cagverſation;,. 
Where | may never ſee," nor hear, nor.name, 
_ Nor think, nor dream, O Hearn! if poſſible, 


Athen. O Princes ! O moſt worthy of the World, 


LK nels, 


'* 


qg-- FI - 


\ 7h Ki? of Loi” es 5: 
Of Mankind a; | | " <2 


Puilch: W hat naw, in Ts Evdofia? af 

Athen. Fax from the guilt of Palaces! O ſend me! 
Drive me! Odrive me from the Traytor Man : 

So I might *ſcape that Monſter, -let me dwell 

In Lyons haunts, or in ſome Tyger*s Den; ; 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin*d: Rock, fe | 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; Ye Re 

Bury me in the hollow of its Womb; :: |: 

Where, ſtarving on my cold and Alirity Bed, 

F may from far, with giddy apprehenſion,. 

See infitite Fathoms down the rumbling deep !” 

Yet not ev'n there; in that vaſt whirt of Death,. 

Can there be found ſo terrible a ruin, ; WA TI 
As Man: falfe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man, is: 

'\Pulch. Then thou haſt lov'd, Ewudoia, or:'my Siſter ; 5 

"$till nearer to my heart, fo much the dearer; 

Becauſe our Fates are like, and hand in hand 

Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life : | 

I am glad that-thou haſt :lov'd z nay, lov'd with Danger; 
Since thou haſt *{cap'd the ruin ——Methinks it lightens © 4 
The weight of my Calamities, that thou | -- | 
(In all things elſe ſo perfect and Divin&y. 

Art yet a-kin to my Infirmity, 

And bear'ſt thy part in Love's melodious ill - 

Love that like bane perfum'd infeQs the mind, 

That ſad delight that Charms all woman-kind. 

Athen, Yes, Madam, I confeſs, that Love has charty'd me, 
But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him3 - 

Inſpire me all the wrongs of abug?d Women, 

pen that have been cozen'd by falſe Men $ 
= what a ſtri& Example I. will make; : 
/ But for the Perjuries of one I will revenge ye * 
.- For a! that's paſt, that's preſent, and tocome. 

Puich, © thon far more than the moſt Maſculine Vertue! 
Where our Aſtra where, O drowning brightneſs, 
W here haſt thon been ſo long? Let me again | 
Proteſt my Admiration and my Love; 

Ler me declare aloud, while thou-art here, 

White ſuch clear Vertne ſhines within our Circle, | 
Vice ſhall no more appear within the Palace, or 
Bur hide her dazled Eyes, and this be cal}d: 

The holy Conrt- But lo, the Emperour comes: 


Enter Theodofins, and Attendants; 
Beauty, like thine, may drive that Form away - 


'That 


23} _- THEO'DOSEDS\ or, 


That has ſo long entranc*d his Soul—<<My Lord——"” nie: 9 
Theod. If yer, alas! I mightbuthope to ſee hey; pfo2.5'7 was 
But, oh forgive me:Heav*n ? this wilder my 6-07 57 393%. 
That thus would reach impeſlibility:” 06 bn hen © oh 1 
No, no, I never muſt behold her more, rim # 
As well my- Atticus might raiſe the Deat, 06 <2 
As Leontine ſhould charni-that: Form in view, - 57 <a! ne 410 52: 4 
Pulch. My Lord, I come-t6>give your: gee a Carey 50 /211 =} 31; 1 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire: | i407 Youdl 
That tortur*d you fo long-—=Behold'this! Virgin— | vi "ts 
The Davghter of your eo er ce 8 Y LIK 1 FO 


Theo, Ha ! 0 WY 

Pulch. She is your $ ers Charge, and ade a Chriſtian, 
And Atheuais is Eudo/ia now ; ,'* it J 41313 i823 
Be ſure a fairer never gracd Religion, :- tot hr; not 2A 


And for her Vextye:ſhe tranſcends —n 
Theod. O all ye bleſt above how can this be? 

Am I awake, or is this poſlible?. '- - 4 -[Athen; Keely. 
Pulch. She kneels, my Lord, -will-you not go and: 'raiſe her ?: : 
Theod. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I atm rooted _ pil his mu. ] 

Yet if laborious Love. and Melantholy- - - +, oils gone 


Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mob Lube *iT 
It muſt be ſhe? that naked dazling; fvcetneſs; 1.3; « 5. Eire fs nt) 
The very Figure of that morning Star, :. i 1 442 03.017-5 594 11h 
That dropping Pearls, ant; ſhedding; dewy Beams, Cints $6 ee Bk 
Fled from the greedy Waves when: Tapproactrd:” 2] ufht gn." 
Anſwer me, Leontine, am 1-diſbra@eds? | 5 06 he nl A ft 
Or is this.2606:2:by thee, altencqunters) | nigh! 1 2? nh 
I will be ruPd, in Temperance andbWiltneit, | Ur: na 378 
When Reaſon claſhes Tg ar 210 ror 00t3 aſs agen 16cye mt! 
But ſpeak —— : 6214. Niet yo- bg3x30 25d 5h nt hh 
Leon. *Tis true, my Lord, :thisis ſti Davghter,; vin F-5. 360t p- 
Whom I conceaPd in Perfia-trom all Eyes \£21.191-:99 $47 160 3H 
But yours, when chance:dire&ted- you that way: ii: 07 


T beo. He: faysy tis trnei;s Why then thiskeanttek Carriage” ? oY 
O? werel proof-againſt-the Darts; of have, no tat. on > AW 


And cold to Beauty as the-Mardle-liover* 20. mots 0c 097 
That lies without a thought upon-his Tombs: mb£ yi $0 ort 
Would not this glorious dawn 6f Lifeztun od me; : INES] 


And waken Death je f]f3—- Why ;am-b:{low- then'? - >4l {1 
What hinders now but iq:fpight of Rules. - 001 tt {aihe 35) 7 
I burſt through all the bajies of-Death that hold me, '<: {> ;- F tle. hneels, 
And fly with ſuch a hatbriwthat- Appearances! 14 3160 vi 987 
As bury'd Sainrs ſhall make art the laſt Summons ? | 
_ <iben. The 4p at EOIREL © vir / hag "© we, 


ry £3 SLED Vt 
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" The —_ f Jeni? 29 

Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame 3 
Both Heav*n and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a view ? _ 
Nor can I bear it longer —— 

Leon, My Lord, ſhe is unworthy——— 

Theo. Ha ! what ſay'tthou, Leontine ! 
Unworthy ! O thou Atheiſt ro 'perfection : f 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair 
All that the gawdy Heav?ns could drop down glorious! 
Unworthy ſay*ſt thou ! Wert thou not her Father, 
I ſwear I would revenge But haſt, and tell me, 
For love like mine will bear no ſecond thought, 
Cn all the Henours of the Orieat, 
Thus ſacrificed with the moſt: pure AﬀeRtion, | 
With ſpotleſs thoughts and languiſhing deſires, 3 
Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) | 
To thee, I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? 

Leon. "My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, 
And quite o'er-whelms my Daughter with Confuſion 3 
- Who with her Body Joon on the Earth 

Ought to adore you for the proffer%d Glory. - 

Theo. Let me embrace, and thank thee : O kind Heav'n » 
O Atticus ! Pulgberia | oO my Father! _ 
Was ever change like mine ? Run through the Streets ; : 
Who waits there 2 Run, and lowd as Fame can ſpeak, 
With Trumpet-ſounds proclaim your. Emperor's joy. 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the Gods : ; 
Let all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian Head : Let ſprightly Bowls 

| Be doaPd about, and the toſs?d Cymbals ſound : 
' Tell *em their much lamented Theodo/7us 
- By Miracle is brought from Death to Life : 
His Melancholy's gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again ; 
Nor fear a Wrack while this-bright Star lire& 1 us; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen, but I will cut my way - 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, 
And to the Port in ſafety ſteer the World. 
Athen, Alas, my Lord, conſider my TIRED 

With all my other Wants———— q | 

Theo, Peace, Emprels, \ peace 2 458 
No more the Daughter of old Leontine; 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of :the Eaſt. - 

. Athen, My Father has diſpos'd me; you command me z F: 
; 'E _ What 


% —THEODOSIUS: or, 


What can I anſwer then but my Obedience ? . 
- Theo. Attend her, dear Pulcheria; and, oh tell her, 


To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. CEx. Palch, 44d Athen, 


O why ſo long ſhould I my Joys delay 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day. 
The day ! *cwill be an Age before to Morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 

Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoynient lie. 


- Enter Varanes and Aranthes: 


Vard, O, Theodoſaus ! 
Theo, Ha ! my Brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run o'er ? 
What is there more td wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No flaw in ſuch a glut of happineſs, | 
To let one Miſery in———DP- O, my Yaranes ! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds; 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlackned Reins, 
| Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 

As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 

Vara. My Lord, I am: glad to find the Gale is-turn'd, 
And give you Joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 

Plough on your way, with all your Streamers out : 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride 
Triumphant on——And leave me to the Waves; 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the fare deſtruQtion 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 

Theo, It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave, 
Who had been dead by this time to Ambition, | 
To Crowns, 'to Titles, and my flighted Greatneſs, 

But ſtill as if each work of thine deſervd 
The ſmile of Heav*n——thy- Theodoſons met © - 
With ſomething dearer than-his Diadem, - 
With all that's worth a wiſh, that's worth a life; 
I met with: that which made me leave the-world. - 

Vara, And I, O turn of Chance! Ocurſted Fortune ! 
. Have loſt at once all that could make:me happy. 

O ye too partial Powers ! But now no More 
The Gods, my dear, my moſt jov'd Theodafous, 
Double all thoſe Joys that thou haſt met upon thee ; 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more 

Than Jove in all his Prodigality. | | 

Can er beſtow in Bleſlings on Mankind ! 

And oh, methinks, my Soul is ſtrangely moyd, 


, © 


Takes | 


v3 
wy ; 


-2 ** *. © The Farceyof Lowe. 
Takes it the morenkindly of her-Stars, 
That thou and I cannot; be bleſt together :; Ds 
For I mult leave thee, -Friend ! this night muſt leave thee; . 
To go in doubtful ſearch « . what perhaps - - 
-I n&er ſhall find : if fo my cruel Fate ' 
Has order'd it : Why then farewel- for ever, 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 
Theo. How ſenſible my tender Sou-isgrown 
Of what you utter O my gallant Friend / 
O Brother! O Yaranes Do not judge 
By what I ſpeak ? for Sighs will interrupt me ; 
Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve : Tho' I have met 
With what in filence I fo long ador'd, 
Tho? in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 
- I had ſet down to morrow for my Nuptials ; 
And Atticus to Night prepares the Temple. 
Yet my Yaranes, I will rob my Soul. 
Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee in the ſearch of that 
-On which thy Life depends-— $$ 
Vara, If this 1 ſuffer, We | 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, C8 
And bred in Wilds : No, Theodofaus, no ; | 
.I charge thee by our-Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more : 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhali be ſooner here 
Than you expeR, or I my ſelf imagine : 
What moſt I grieve, is that I cannot wait | X - if 
To ſee your Nuptials: Yet my Soul is with you; 
And all my Adorations to your Bride, 
Theo, What, my Yaranes, will you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go? | 
Or are you angry at your.RivaPs Charms, 
Who has already raviſht half my Heart, 
That once was all your own ? | 
Varga. You know I am diſforder'd ! » 
My melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition, [Exit, Theo, 
And the Gods knoyy, fince thou, my Athenais, . 
Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 
To my palt'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt of Beauty, 
And haunt my memory with theloſs of thee. 


Enter Athenais, Theodoſius Leading ber. 


Theo. Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy. L | 
| = E 2 jo Vard. 
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Varga. O ye immortal Gods ! A4ranthes ! oh! + 
Look there, and wonder :: Ha! ig poſlible ? 
 Athen, My. Lord, the Emperour ſays ycu are his Friend, 
He charges me to uſe my Intereſt, 

And by *S of you to ſtay, at leaſt fo long 
As our &fpouſals will bs ſolemnizing 5 * 


\ Ital Ain L was honour'd once to know you 3 


But that ſo ſlightly, as I could not warrant 
*Fhe grant of any thing that ſhould ask youm—— 
YVara. O Heaven ! and Earth ! O Athenats ! "We 
VVhy dolt thon uſe me thus? Had I the. VVorld, 
'Fhou know'lt it ſhould be thine, 
Athen, I know not that ———— -.. 
But yet, to make ſure work, -one half of uy 
Is mine already, Sir, without your glving, 
My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 
Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman ;. 
He is all Heroe, bent for higher Game 3 
Therefore, ?tis nobler, Sir,, to let-him go : 
If not for him, my Lord, yet. for my felf,. 


s 


I muſt intreat the Favour to retire; -- [Ex Athen, ve. 


Yara. Death ? and Deſpair ! Confuſion ! Hell and Furies ! 

Theo, Heav*n guard thy Health, and ſtill preſerve thy Vertue, 
V.Vhat ſhould this mean 7 I fear the Conſequence, 

For *is too plain they know each other well. | 

Vara, Undone ! Aranthes ! loſt, undone for. ever, 

I. ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 
As plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate :. , 

Yet I will muſter all my Spirits up,- | 
Digeſt my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſſions. 
Yes, I will ſtand this Shock of all the Gods 
VVell as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. 

Theo. You muſe, my Lord : and-if you'll give me leave 
To judge your thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at preſent - 
About my Bride : I gueſs you know her too. 

Vara. His Bride ! O Gods! give me a moments. Patience | [: 
I-muſt confeſs the ſight of Athenais, | 126% 
VVhere Iſo little did expect to ſee her, WET | 
So grac'd and fo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder; 220% 2l07) 
But what exceeds all admiration, = Gi 
"That you ſhould talk of making her your: Bridez:,* 

"Tis ſuch a blind effe&t of monſtrous. Fortune, . 
That tho? I well remember you affirm'd Ge. 
Ecannot yet believe———— - 

Theo, Then now believe me: 

By all the Pow'rs Divine, 1 will efpouſe hers. =w_ 


Vara, 


\ The Forth if Tev2! IF: 


Para. Ha! I ſhalt Jeap the;bounds, 'Come, come, my — 
By all theſe Pow'rs you nam'd,--ſay you muſt-not. | 
Theo, I ſay, I will; and who ſhall bar my PIE 
Yet more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul,.. 
Weigh but with Fortune-Merit in the Balance, | 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. | , 
Yara. Relentleſs Fates / malicious cruel Pow'rs ! 
O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? ? 
Sir, I muſt tell you this unkingly meanneſs; | 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well, 
But in an Oriental Emperour 
It gives offence; nor can you without. Scandal, . 
Without the notion ofa groveling Spirit, . 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Zeontine, * 
Whoſe utmoſt Glory is-to- have been my Tutor;: :: . - < 
Theo. 'He'has ſo well acquitted that cn F 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
” Of fall perfeQion, and. imperial greatneſs, , 
That evti for this reſpe&, if for no other, .. 
I] will eſteem him worthy while I live. : 5 
Vara. My Lord, youll pardon-me a littleFreedom? - 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, . | | 
W ho-ever ſlatters you, tho*ne'er. near-- 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpefted. 
Theo, If Friendſhip would admit a cold Suſpicion,” , 
After what I have heard, and ſeen to day, | 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpect -Varanes. 
Para. He has ſtung me to the'Heart; my Groans will choke 1 Up, 
Uvleſs my ſtrugling Paſſion gets.a vent. 
Out with it then——I can no more diſſembleomno.. 
Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince-you reduce me to 
The laſt neceſlity, I muſt confeſs i it; . 
I muſt avow my Flame for Athenazs. 
I am all Fire! my Paſſion eats me up, . 
It grows Rn te with my fleſh and Blood ! l 
My Pangs redouble, now they cleave my heart! - 
_ © Athenais ! O Eudoſja——— Oh-—— 
Though plain as day I ſee my own deſtruQton, 
Yet to my death, and oh, let all the Gods 
ws. Bear Witneſs ! I Civear 1 will adore thee. 
Theo. Alas! Varanes, Which of us two the Heayns': 
Have mark?d for death is yet above the Stars; 
But while we live let us preſerve our Friendſhip. - 
Sacred and juſt, as we:have ever done... 
This only Mean in two ſuch hard Extreams & | 4 
Remains for both; To morrow you ſhall ſee. her. Co ton : 
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'With Al advantage, in her own. Apartment; ©- _— # Ke | 
Take your own time, ay all-you-can' to gain her, 
If you can win her, lad her into Perſia; 
-.If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here.» 
Fara. Still worſe and worſe! O Theodofius ! oh, 


b-” 1 cannot ſpeak for ſighs, my death is ſeal'd ' 


'By this laſt ſweetneſs; had you been leſs good, 
\. Fmight have hop'd 3 /but now my Doom's at hand; 


..--Go then, and take her, take-her to the Temple: . 


* The Gods too give you joy..'- O Athenais / 
Why does thy Image mock my Fooliſh forrow Y 
-O Theodofius, do not ſee. my Tears : 
Away, and leave me ! leaye me to the Grave. 
Theo. Farewel ; let's leave the Ile to the Heav*as, 
1 will prepare your way with all that Honour 


Can urge in your behalf, tho? to my Ruine, + * [Ex.. Theod. 


Vara, OI could tear my Litnibs, or eat my Eleſh; 
Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious Fool !: 
Damn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition - 
Blaſted be thy remembrance ! Curſes on thee, 


Fl 


And plagues oi plagues fall on thoſe-Fools that ſeek thee, Pt 


Aranth. Have comfort, Sir——- 

Vara: Away, and leave me, Villain; - 43k 
Traytor, who wrought nie firſt to my deffiudion—— 
Yet ſtay and help rae, help me to curſe my _ 
Help me to wiſh that I had net 'been Ro A 
That I had never heard the name vECmus, 74 
"That any firſt Brawl i1/Court ha# beenmy laſt; + 
O that I had been born ſome lappy-Swainz”!.. 4 


And never known--life ſ6/ great; fowaind © 139, 


Where I extreams might fot befored to:chooſe, oh 
And bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could Joſe: 
Where the dearer Partner of. nip: httle: ſtate i 
With all her ſmiling Off-ſ) ring at' the Gate; 
Bleſling my Laboukd; 6 whe yer 


Where in our bombisBulls all fife might Iy,-1 ci From = m 
Andnot in a curſed Goorns - fy pi pO wud O noi 
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Theſe pf ad icy," no "ain; 


[Exeunt. © 


Chor. Beauty bere opens ber Arms," 
To ſoften the languiſhing re NY 
And Phillis unlocks ber Charms ; 
Ab Phillis! ab why ſo or. Pon 


Phillis, thou Soul of Love, Ft 
' Thou joy of the Neighb'ring Swains ; "þ 
Phillis that Crowns the Grove, © 
| And Phillis that | Luilds the Plains.. | 
Chor, Phillis, that ne*er bad the skll, © 
To paint, to patch, and be fine; : 
Yet Phillis whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Vi/hom Nature bath made Dioid 


Phillis, whoſe charming Sg, 
Makes labour and pains a delight ;, 
Phillis that makes the day. young, 

_ And ſhortens the live-long night. 

Chor. Phillis, whoſe lips like Nay. 

Still laughs at the ſweets that they bring 3, 
here Love never knows detay,, 
But ſets with Eternal gs 
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ACTI. SCENE IL 
Enter Marcian, and Lucius at a diſtance. 


Alarc. 'HE General of the Oriental Armies, 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could gives 

"Tis gone: why what care1:..O Fortune, Fortune * 

Thou laughing Empreſs of this buſie World, 

Marcian defies thee now —— 

Why what a thing is adiſcarded Favourite ? 

. He who but now tho' longing to retire, 

Cou'd not for buſie Waiters be alone, 

Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſes 

With a full Croud, and an Eternal Court; 

When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'd, 

Shur'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears 3 

And all the gaudy worſhippers forſake himz 

So fares it now with me where-Cer I come, 

As if I were another Cataline, 

The Courtiers riſe,. and no man will fit near me,, 

Asif the Plague were on me all men may mes 


_ 


_ Doren p _ » wy 
- 


_ —— 
a ens 


ee ra OR ee Ee CEE RTP IEOs ILIIP 
v 6 » 9 4 £ 


0-2 —_—_ OO TON 
IN 
» 
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[Whoſe Soul in Courts is'but a 'Latnbeat-fire, \_ 


2X THE QDOSI US Gr, 
- O Litcius ! Lucius ! if thou leav*ſt me t00,..:..... 597d vine 
I think, I ſwear I think I cou'd not bear it ;;. NN 


But, like a-Slave, my Spirit brake with Suffering, 
Should on theſe Coward Knees fall down and beg, 


Luc. Forbid it, Heavn ! 


 Thateer the noble Marcian condeſcend 
. To ask of any, bnt the Immortal Gods; 
: Nay,-I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
*Spight,of the Court, you ſhall be great as Caſa, 
Mar. No, Lucius, no ; the Gods repel that humour, . 
'Yet ſince we are alone, and muſt ere;long 


Leave this bad Court ; let us, like Veterans, . ..- 
"Speak out-—— Thou Giſt, JAlas: ! as great as Caſart 7 
:But where's his Greatneſs ? Where' is his ambition ? 0 


_ If any Sparks of Vertue yet remain, 


Inthis poor Figure of the Ro: Glory ; 

I fay, if any be, how dim they fhine, * 

 Compar'd with what his great Fore-Fathers were ? 2 
-How ſhould he lighten then, or awe the World,. 
And ſcarce, O Rome! a Glow-worm in the Field: _ *: 
Soft, Young, Religious, God-like qualities, 

For one-that ſhould recover the loſt. .” | _ > WR 


And wade through Seas of Blood, and walk © er Mountains 


Of ſlaughter*d,Bodigs to itnmpreal Honour: * | 
Luc. Poor heart ! he pin'd a-while ago for Love: 
Atarc. And for his Miſtreſs vow?d to leave the World; 

'But ſome new chance it ſeems has chang'd his'Mind, 

A Marriage ! but to whom or whence ſhe came, 

None knows : but yetiaMatriage is proclaim'd, 

Pageants prepar'd ; . the Archesare adorn'd ; 

The Statues Crown'd ; the Hippadrome does groan 

Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors) . 

The Theatre is open'd too, where he, . . 

And the hot Per/zan mean to-att their Follies. 

Gods! Gods ! Is this the Image of onr Ceſars, ? 

Is this the Model of our Romulus,? ©, © * 

O why fo poorly have you ſftampt Rome's ziory ! 

Not Rome's but yours! is ths Man fit tg'bear it * C 


Kip. <vPa+ E: 


This waxen Portraiture of Majefty 7 dab Pers BT. 
Which every warmer Paſſion” does_tnelt down;' EE mo DB07 


And makes him fonder tha 4 We&matis longing ! * inech 
Luc, Thus much I know t&* the eternal tame”: 

Of the Imperial Blood ; this upſtart Empreſs | 

This fine new Queea is ſprays from abjett' Parts 3 
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The Force of Love. _ © 37 
Nay, baſely born ! hue that's all one:to him, 
j—e likes and loves, and tnerefore marries her;- 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall I not tell him of it ? 
. I feel this big-ſwollen throbbing: Koman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ought. 


| Enter Pulcheria with a Paper in ber hand, and Julia. 
Marc. Pulcheria here ! - why ſhe's the Scourge of Marcian ; 

I tremble too when ever ſhe approaches; F 

And my Heart dances an unuſual meaſure ; 

Spite of my ſelf I bluſh and 'cannor ſtir , 

W hile ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean ? 

Tis ſaid Calpburnia had the heart of Ceſar : 

Auguſtus doted on the btle Zimm : 

Why then ſhould I-not worſhip that fair Anger ? 

Oh didſt thou mark her when her Fury lightned, 

She ſeem?'d all Goddeſs 3 nay, her Frowns became her, 

There was a Beanty in her very Wildneſs. 

Were I a Man horn great as our firſt Founder, 

Sprung from the Blood Divine: But I am caſt 

B:yond all poſſibility of Hope. 

 Pulch, Come hither, Mipreiant read this Paper o' Yer, 

And mark the ſtrange neglect of Theodoſtus - 

He ſigns what-&er I bring ; perhaps you have heard *® 

To merrow he intends to wed a Maid of 4thens, 

New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam*d Eude/; 3a; b 

VVhom he more dearly prizes than his Empire : 

Yer inthis Paper he hath ſer his Hand, 

And ſeaPd ir roo with th'[mperial Signet, 

That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head to morrow morning. 
Marc. *Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange—— 
Pulch. 1 know he rather would commit a murder 

On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 

Of her to bleed ; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 

If I were envious of this Virgins Honour, 

By his raſh paſſing whatſoever I offer - 

VVithout a view =—— ha, but I had forgot ! 

Julia, let's haſte from this infeftious Perſon 

I had forgot that Marcian was a Tr Aytor 3 

. ; Yet by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear 'tispity, 

"That one ſo form?d by Nature for all Honour, 

All Titles, Greatneſs, . Dignities Imperial, 

The nobleſt Per ſon, and the braveſt Courage, 

Should not be honeſt : Julia, is't not Pity ?—— 

O Marcian, Marcian! I could weep to think 

Vertue ſhould loſe it ſelf as thine has done. | | 

5 | F Repcit, 


.38 THEODOSIU'S: Or, 
Repent, raſh Man, if yet *tis not too late, © | 
And mend thy Errors; ſo farewel for ever. C Ex, Pulch, Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever ! no, Madam, ere I go, ; 
I am reſoly*d to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traytor's Head ? 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. - 
Luc, Perhaps you'll laugh at what I am going to ſay ; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think *tis true: | 
Pulcberia loves this Traytor ! Did you mark her ? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
As to a Friend nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
And ſays, *tis pity that-you are not honeſt, 
With ſuch Deſcription of your Galantry, 
As none but-Love-could make : Then taking leave, 
Through the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every Glance ; 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a mind  - 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her. 
arc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do I ! 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her ;. 
But lets away. This Paper is of uſe. 
Luc, I gyeſs your purpoſe 3 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy yowll uſe him; 
There is no other way. RE 4 
Marc. Yes, if he be not *.. oF 
Quite dead with ſleep, for ever loft to Honour, * 
Aarcian with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Lucius 1” 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodo/zus, 
And thundering Conſtantine appear before me :. 
They charge me-'as a Soldier to chaſtiſe him,. 
To laſh him with keen words from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how they trod the paths of honour, . FExeunt, 


SCENE Il. 


Theodoſius lying on a Couch, with two Boys dreſt like Eupids 
fmging to bim as he ſleeps. 


SONG. 
Happy day ! ah bappy day 
That Czſar's Beams did firſt diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy day. ' ' 
The Gods themſelves did " look down, © 
The Royal Infants Birth to Orown, | 
Sa pleas'd, they ſearce did'on the guilty fromn,-. 
| Happy 


'T ”. Forte —_ Lovk. © 


Happy day! ab bappy day ! E- 
o And oh thrice happy hour, 


That made ſmh Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow, 


For thus the Gods detlare to Men, 
No day hike His foal ever come agen 
- Enter Matcian withe an Order... 
Theo. Ha ! what raſh thing urt thov, who eT fo ſmall 
A valve on thy Life, thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders I have gtven, 
Thus to entrench on Czſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ?:: Ig1 : pt 
Marc, Mighty Ceſar, z 3 4 
I have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow - 
To thee, as to the Gods when T1 offend : 
Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you know: 
The nature of my Crime. I am Commiſſion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind! whoſe Conquring Arms 
Already drown the Glory of great Jubus, 
Whoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy, 
Makes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heawhn 2: - 
What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thus to over-run the World, 
And make Barbarians tremble ? O,'.ye Gods ! 
| Should Deſtiny nov end thee in the Bloom, 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd abeve the loſs 
Of lov'd Germanicus, thy Funerals 
Like his, are ſolemniz'd with Tears and Blood, 
Theo, How, Marcian | 
Marc. Yes, the raging Multitude, 
Like Torrents, ſet no bound to their mad grief ; 
'Shave their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair ; 
With wild Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 
To brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets; 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt ; 
With Stones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars ; break their Houſhold Gods ; 
And ſtill the Univerſal Groan. is this, . . 
Conſtantinople*s loſt, our Empires ruin'd :: 
Since he is gone, that Father of his Country ; 
Since he is dead, O Life, where-is thy Pleaſure ? 
O Rome 1 Oh conquer d World, where is thy Glory ? 
Theo, I know thee well, -thy Cuſtom and thy Manners 3 
F 3 ; 


46 _ THEODOSTIUS: 0r, 
Thou doſft vpbraid me ; but no more of this, 
Not for thy Life 
Marc. What's Life without my Honour ? 
Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardleſs Face like Jupiter?s, 
| would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder > . 
O pow'r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Which Vertue brings : ; like Sores your: Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman-healer. * But, 'by the Gods, 
Before I go Pll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. : 
This is a Debt to the great Theodo/ius, - 
The Grand-father of your Illuſtrious Bloc ; 
And then farewell for ever. 
Tyco. Preſuming AMarcian *. 
What canſt thou urge againſt: my lindvence ? 
Through the whole Courſe of al] my harmleſs Youth, 
Ev*a to this hour, I cannot call: to mind 
One wicked a& which 1 -have-done to ſhame me. 
arc. This may be true: yet if you give the ſway 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects ſuffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodofzus credit me, who know 
The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings; 
In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, | 
Your Memory by Warriers will be {ſcorn'd, 
As much as Vero or Caligula loath'd 3; 
They will deſpiſe your ſloth, :and backward eaſe, 
More than they hate the others Cruelty. _ 
And what a thing, ye Gods, is ſcorn or pity ? 
Heap on me, Heav” n, the hate of all Mankind ; 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation : 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenſton, 
And the World ſhun me, 10 I eſcape but SCOrn. 
Theo. Prithee, no more ! | 
Mare, Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons; : 
And ſay, thus cruel Nero once reſoly'd 
Oa Galba's Inſurre&tion, for Revenge, 
To give all France as Plunder to the Arms, 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt ; 
To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out ; 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on:the Mnltitude ; 
That ſo obtruting thofe that quench?d the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy Rebellious:;Rome. - 
Theo. O cruelty ! why telPit-thou qe of, this ? 
Am | of ſuch a barbarous bloody temper ? 


Hates, 


| | The Force of Lowe, 
Marc, Yet ſome will ſay, this ſhew'd he had a fpirit 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious , 
That ſavour?d of a Roman; but for you, : 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you room among the Emperours 2? 
Whoſe utmoit is the ſmalleſt part of Ners; 
A pretty Player, one that can aft a Heroe, 
And never be one. O ye immortal Gods 
Is this the old Ceſarian Majeſty ? 
: Now, in the name of our great Romulus, 
W hy ſing you not, and fiddle too as he-did ? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phenaſcus ? 
One to take care of your Cca&leſtial Voice ? 
Lie on your Back, my Lord, and on your Stomach 
Lay a thia Plate of Lead, abſtain from Fruits : 
And when the Bulineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe Friends, to coſtly Banquets, 
While the lean Army groans upon the Ground. 
Theo, Leave me, I ſay, leit I chaſtiſe thee : 
Hence, be gone, 1 ay 
" Marc. Not till you have heard me out —— 
Build too, like him, a Palace lin'd with Gold, 
As long and large as that to the Eſquiline : 
Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea, 
And at the Empires coſt let Navies meet : 
"Adorn your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems, 
Contrive the plated Ceilings to turn round, 
With Pipes to calt Ambroſian Oils upon you : 
Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, 
In meer Perfumes and Odorous Diſtillations, 
Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, | 
Let naked Virgins walt you at your Table, 
And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 
No matter what becomes of the poor Soldier z; ® 
So they perform the Drudgery they are fit for , 
Why let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
Drop as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches, 
Theo, Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you are a Boy 
Or by the GodS— 2-4 | 
Theo, If Arrogance, like this, | : 
And to the Emperour's Face, ſhould *ſcape unpuniſh'd, 
Pll write my ſelf a Coward}; die then, Villain, | 
Death too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 


pl 


By Theodofius's hand. LMarcian diſarms him, but is wounded. 
Marc, Now, Sir, where are you? 


42 THEODOSIUS: 0r, 
What, in the name of all our Roma Spirits, 
" Now charms my Hand from-giving thee thy Fate ? 
+ Has he not cut me off from all my Honours ? 
Torn my Commiſſions, ſhanvd me to the Earth, 
* Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever ? 
Does not the Soldier hourly ask it from me? 
: Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge *em ? 
'W hat hinders now, but that I mount the Throne ? 
And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 
"The Armies court me, and my Countries Cauſe : 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me. 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emperour whether I will or no: 
. Did not. for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in Perſon, head, 
Againſt his Friend, a black Conſpiracy ? 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World ? 
Theo. A as you pleaſe, I am within your Power. 
Marc. Did not the former Brutns, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom ? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 
To ad their wicked Wills and lawleſs Pleaſures, 
.Raviſh from the Empire its dear Health, 
Well-being, Happineſs, -and ancient Glory, 
Go on in this diſhonourable reft'? 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the farv'd Troops 
' Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; 
And like pid Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields: Y 
'O temper/ temper me ! ye gracious Gods / 
Give to my Hand forbearance, to my Heatt 
Its conſtant Loyalty! 1 wonld but ſhake him, 
Rovze him a little tgor this death of Honour, 
And ſh:w-him what he ſhould be, 
Theo. You accuſe me, _ 
As it | were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of: 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army, then 
Of raking your Commiſſion: But, by Heav*n, 
I ſwcer, O Marcian! this I never "did; 
Nor ere intended it : Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ſtern vfage ; for with what 


Thou haſt id, and done, *and brought ro my remembrance; 


I grow a Iready weary of my life, 

arc; My Lord, I take your word: you do not know 
The wounds whicl fr age within your Country's Bowels : 
The horrid uſage of the ſult T Ing 8 Soldier ; 


Bu 


The Force of Lowe,” © 
But why will not our Theode/ius know, 
If you intruſt the Government to others 
That a& theſe Crimes; who hut your ſelfs to blame ? 
Be witneſs, ye Gods !. of my plain dealing, | 
Of Marcian's honeſty, how-e'er degraded : 
I thank you for my baniſhment ! but alas ! 
My loſs is little to what ſoon will follow 3 
Refle& but on your ſelf and your own Joys: 
Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you ! 
*Twas rumour*®d through the City that you lov'd : . 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould be ſolemniz'd; | 
When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the lov'd Eudo/3a, 
Should loſe her Head. | 
Theo. O Heav*n, and Earth! What ſay*ſt thou, . 
That I have ſeaPd the death of my Eudofia ? 
Marc. Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear, , 
Tho? you have giv?a to Female hands your ſway, . 
And therefore I, as well as the whole Army, 
For ever ought to curſe all Woman-kind ; 
Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom'd, 
And on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe raisd, 
Without the walls appear*d before the Army ! 
Theo, What, on a Scaffold ! ha, before the Army! ' 
Marc. How quickly was the Tide of Fury turn'd ! | 
To ſoft Compailion and relenting Tears: But when the Axe - 
Sever'd the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth 
From that fair Body, had you heard the groan, 
W hich like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran ' 
Through all the armed Hoſt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate Darkneſs that fell round ns, 
Whole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a Suff*ring, 
And all the Gods were angry. 
Theo. O Pulcheria |! | 
Cruel ambitious Siſter, this muſt be 
Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marcian ! 
Now, now?s the time, if thou dar*ſt ſtrike; behold 
I offer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt Breath, 
Pl thank thee too, if now thou draw'ſt my Blood. . 
Were l to live, thy Councel ſhall dire& me z ; 
Bur *tis too late [ He ſwoons, 
Marc. He faints! what, hoa there, Zucius ! LEnter Lucius. 
My Lord, the Emperour, Eudo/:a lives; 
She's here, or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
O Lucius, help——I have gone too far ; but lee,: 


dg, 
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232  THEODOSIUS: or, 
He breaths again—Eude/ia has awak*d him. | 
Theo. Did you not name Eudeſia ? 
Marc. Yes, lhe lives; 
I did but feign the ſtory of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your Heart : 
And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, 
If ever I rebuke you thus again : 
Yet 'tis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her death, 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pulcheria offer'd, 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you : 
But by my Life and Fame, I did not think 
It would have toucht your Life. © pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp*rour ! Royal Maſter ! 
Droop not becauſe 1 ucter?d ſome raih words, 
And was a mad Man——by th Immortal Gods ! 
I love you as my Soul: what cer I ſaid, 
My thoughts were otherwiic ; believe theſe Tears 
Which do not ufe to flow; all ſhail be well : 
I ſwear that there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
To attone for all the Crimes in this bad Azve. 

Theo, I thank thee firſt for my Eud»/19's Life. 
What, but my Love, could have cal?d back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate ? But oh, methought 
? Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard from thee, 

. From him I ever reverenc'd as my Father, 

To hear ſo harſh a Meſſage —- but no more : 

We are Friends : Thy hand ; Nay, if thou wilt not riſe, 
And let me told _ Arms about thy Neck, 

PH not believe thy Love ! In this forgive me. 

Firſt let me wed Eudo/1a, and well out ; 

We will, my General, and make amends 

For all that's paſt: G lory and Arms ye call, 

And Marcian leads me on ——— 

Marc. Let her not reſt then, 

Eſpouſe ker ſtraight ; Pl] ſtrike you at a heat; 
May this great humour get lirge growth within you, 
And be encouray*d by the emboldning Gods, 

O what a fight ll this be to the Soldier, 

To ſee me þring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, 

To head the ſhonting Squadrons——0O ye Gods! 
Methinks I hear the echoing Cries of Joy; \ 
The ſound of Trumpets, and the beat of Drums, 
I ſee each farving Soldier bound from Earth, 

As if-ſome God by Miracle had rais'd him, 

And with beholding you grow fat again. 

Nothing bur gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths; 


Cheeks 


| The Force of Lowe: © 
Checks red with Joy, and lifted Hands abont you 
Some wiping: the glad Tears that trickle down 
- With broken 1's, and with ſobbing Raptures, 
Crying to Arms : He's come ! our Emp*rour's come * 
To win the World. Why is,got this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's lap, and fleeping, 
Faſting,. or-praying'? Come, come, you ſhall be merry :: 


And for Eudo/a,. ſhe is yours already :: 
AMarcian has ſaid it, Sir,. ſhe ſhall be yours; 
Theo. O Marcian !' oh my Brother ! Father ! all : 
Thou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
PII find a Match for thee too cer 1 reſt; 
To make thee love me. . For when thon art with me 
Pm ſtrong and well; but when thou art gone, Iam nothing. 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſfivs. . 
Theo. Alas ! Eudojia, tell me. what to fay ; 
For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a word” 
Of that which I have ſworn to tec perform'd, 
Athen, IT am perfectly obedient tg your: pleaſure! 
Theo. Well, then Ii come-to telF thee, that Yaranes 
Of all mankind isneareſt ro-my. Heart ;. 2 
I: love him, dear Z42; and to prove | 
That Love on trial, all my Blood*s too little ; 
Ev*n thee, if I were ſure to die this moment, . 
(As Heav'n alone caa tel] how fir my Fate 
Is off ') © thou my SouPs maſt tender Joy, 
With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him thee. 
Athen, Then you are plcas'd,.my. Lord, to yield me to him... 
Theo. No, my Eudofia ;, no, 1 wil-notyield thee,  « 
While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee.: - 
Yet, thus far I am engag'd to let-thee knoyy, . 7 
He loves thee, Athenais, more than ever; 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me ;- 
And I have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee. 
Athen, Ah, Sir, what:have you done againſt your ſelf, 
And me ? Why have you paſt your fatal word ? 
Why will you truſt me, .who am now afraid ' 
To truſt my ſelf? Why do youleave'me naked 
To an aſſault, who had made proof my:Vertne, 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. . 
For, .oh with trembling Agonies I ſpeak-it, 
I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once-I loy'd, . 
Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, | | 
Without a ſorrow, that perhaps may end me;.. E 4. 
b 'G. ' Theo; . 


" &  THEODOSIUS: 0; 


"Theo. O ye ſeverer:Pow'rs.! 'too Cruel Bate: 
'Didever Love tread ſuch a maze: before? Sie: 
Yet, Athenais, ſtill I truſt thy Vertue;z; 1314 
+But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refr ain, 03 7%: 
-Give, give thy ſelf away ; yet {fill remgmber,' 
That moment gy 4 us Is NO More, mn . 


CEx., Theo. with Attic. Pulc, Leog 


Athen. hifow elory ! ! now, if ever thaw didſt work, 
In Woman's Mind, aſliſt me-—-Qtli:my Heart,” . 
Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wer*t a breaking 2. 
.Down, down, 1 ſay, think on thy. Injuries, 
Thy wrongs ! ! thy wrongs. ?*Fis well my Eyes are ary, 
And all within my 'Boſom now Is {tit | 


Enter Varanes, leaning 01 Aranthes, 


Ha ! is this he ! or ift Yaranes Ghoſt ?, 
He looks as if he had beſpoke:his Grave, 
Trembling and pale ; I muſt not dare to view him ; _ 
For oh feel his melancholy. here, | 
And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his ſickneſs ! 

Fara. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenſible by ſome ſevere Afﬀiction, 
How all their Crimes are regiltred in Heav” n, 
In that nice Court, how no. raſk: word eſcapes, 
But ev*n extravagant Thoughts are all fet.down : 
Thus the poor penitents with Fear approach 
The Reverend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow ; 
Thus melting:too; they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
And groan to be forgiven———: - : 
 O Empreſs! O-Ewuda/aa.: ſuch. you are now, 

Theſe are your Titles, and [ muſt not dare 
Ever to call you Athenais more, | 

. Athen, Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me intreat you riſc, 
I will not hear you in. that bumble Poſture : 


Riſe, or I muſt withdraww——s The World: will bluſh 


For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 

Sprung from Immortal Cyrus,: on his Knees 

Before the Daughter of: z poor Philoſopher, : 

« Para. *Tis juſt, you righteous:Gods! my:Doom'is juſt; 
Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate-her Anger. 

If poſſible, Pll aggravate my: Crimes, - f 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has'broke'my heart ; .- © 
For all I now deſire, and let the Gods, ft al 
Thoſe cruel Gods that joyn to my: addoidg, - 

Be Witneſles to this unnatural W VIE! 


JT > 


\[Kneels. 


Is 


[s to fall dead' wit hiout & WG before het, _ * | 
Athen, O ye known ſounds ! Bat I muſt ſteel my Soul 

Methinks theſe Robes, my 'Delza,. are too heavy.. | 
Vara. Not worth a 'word; .&laok, nor one regard ! $9 Yes 

Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo hainons, .. - Ns ATR 3 

That when I come to take my.eternal leave, * Con OT 

You'll not vouchſafe to view me ?. This is ſcorn, Pt ak 

Which the fair Soul of gentle Athenais, | $6 ae 

Word neer have harbour'd 

O, for the ſake of him, whom you ere-long L > | 

Shal hold as faſt as now your, Wiſhes form hin, Cn an ns 

Give /me a patient hearing,z for however ,, oo 

I talk of Death,. and ſeem to loath my Life, 

I would deliberate with my Fate a while, c T. he 

With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ;. _ 

Pauſe o'er a loſs like that of: Atbenats, . 

And parley with my ruine. ; - | gn, OG fir 

then, Speak, my Lord; a2 et 0h 2 EI 

To hear-you is. the Emperor” $ Command; Ss 

And for that Canſe I readily. obey, _... (ee, | 

' Yard. The Emperour, the Emperour's Command ; | & 

And for that Cauſe ſhe Teadily obeys::.. , 

I thank you, Madam, that on any terms. 4 

You condeſcend to hear te——— EE 

Know then, Eudo/ia. Ah, rather let me call thee. 

By the lov'd Name.of, Athenais i ſill.; 

That Name that I fo often have invok'd ! [ 

And which was ence auſpicious to my Vows; : | 

So oft at Midnight figh*d amongſt the Groves, - 

The Rivers murmur and the Echo's burden, ; _ ES 

W hich every Bird could ſing, and Wind did bear !' 

By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation,... . \ 7 

By all that*s good or: Earth; or bleſt-in Heav'n,, ae 4s 

I ſwear I love thee.more,, far more than ever, - \+ ihe peat 

With conſcious Bluſhes too ! Here, help me, "Gods | Wen 2arh- 

Help me to tell her, tho? to. my. Confuſion, / DN 0b. 

And everlaſting Shame z.ye£ I mult tell her,. eos Bad 1 IT 

I lay the Per/ian Crown before her Feet. | TER 
Athen. My Lord, I thankyou, ,and to expreſs thoſe thanks, POINuS 

As nobly as you offer * em, I return bo Rp 

The gift yon make; nor will.l now upbraid you: # 

With the Example of the Emp*raur, ; .. . ob. 3 Tea whe 

Not but 1 know *tis that that draws you on, ic nit: EL 

Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty ; bined, 

And ſwell the Daughters: 0t/a- poor Philoſopher 


With-hopes of. being __ 
G2 Fart: 


a THEODASIUS: Or, 
" Fara. Ah, Madam ! ah, youwro g me ;, by the Gods 
. I had repented &er I knew, the Em Cour 
Athen. Yeu find" thaps, too late, that Athenais, 
However lighted for her Birth and Fortune, | 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, hd her Vertve, 
Worth the Regard of Emperonrs themſtlyes 3 ie £ 
And, to return the Complement yon gave oo OG 
My Father, Leontine, that'povr Philoſopher, ONE'S 
_ Whoſe utmoſt Glory i is to have been your Tutor : 
:] here proteſt, by Vertue, and by"Glory, 
I ſwear by Heavn and all the Pow*rs Divine, 
The abandon'd Daughter*of that poor old Man 
'-Shall n&er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyras; © , 
Para. O Death to all my Hopes! whit haſt thou frorn? 's 
'To turn me wild ! Ah curſed Thtbte'df Cyras,” 0 
"Would thou hadſt been o*erturn'd and laidin Duft, $008 : 
'His Crown too Thunder-ſtruck. « My: Father, all *: 
The Per/7an Race, like poor Darius, ruind,” 
:Blotted, and ſwept for ever from the World; 
'When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Rerhtmbrance——— ' 
&# Athen. O Heav*n'! I had forgot t the baſe Aﬀront' | + -> 
Offer*d by this provd Man-! a-Wrong: fo great, ame 1. 
.It is remoy*d beyond all hope of- Mercy: Hs 
He had deſign'd to bribe my Father” . Vertue, 
And by unlawful means» 
iFly from my ſight, teſt I'become a Fury —— . 
And break thoſe Rules of Temperance t propos'd 3 
Fly, fly, Yaranes ! fly this ſacred place 4 
Where Vertue and Religion are profeſs'd : 
This City will not harbour Infidels, - . 
Traytors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes 3 
Be gone, I ſay, thou canft not here be ſafe, 
Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad ; _ 
1n foreign Courts thowlt find a thouſand Beauties 
That will comply, for Gold, for Gold they'll weep, 
For Gold be fond as: Athenais was 3 ; 
And charm thee ſtill as if they lov'd indeed. 
Thow'lr find enough Companions too.for Riot : 
'Luxuriant all, and Royal as thy ſelf,” © 
Tho! thy loud Viees ſhould refound to Heay'r It; 
Art thou not gone yet? _ | 
Yara. No, I am cliarm*dto hear on.: 
_-O from my Soul I do confeſs my {e 
'The very blot of Honour z I am more black | 4250 WS 
Than thov, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 1 1 l 
With all thy glorious Eloquence, - cant ary de Ln 


* 


The Force of Love. © 
Athen, Away, Varanes. | Fa 
Fara. Yes, Madam, I an going ——— 7 

Nay, by the Gods, I do not ask thee pardon : 

Nor while | live will I implore thy mercy : 

But when I am dead, if as thon doſt return, 

' With happy Theodo/ius from the Temple,  ' 
If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the ſtreets, 
Thou chance to meet the cold Yaranes there, 
Born by his Friends to his Eternal home; 
Stop then, O Athenais! and behold me; 
Say as thou hang?ſt about the Emp*rour's Neck, 

Alas! my Lord, this ſight is worth our pity ; 
If to thoſe pitying words, thou add a Tear, 
Or give one parting groan—=ltf poſlible, 

* If the good Gods will grant my Sovl the freedom, 

il leave my Shrowd, and wake from Death to thank thee: 
Athen, He ſhakes my refolution from the Bottom : 

My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his behalf, 

And ſays:-my Vertue has been too ſevere. 
Vara, Farewell ! O Empreſs: No, Athenais, now 

I will not call thee by that tender Name, 

Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 

And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. 

"Tis faid, that from my Youth I ave been raſh, 
Cholerick, and hot, but let the Gods now judge 
By my laft wiſh, ifever patient Man 

Did calmly bear fo great a loſs as mine 3 | 
Since ?tis ſo doom'd, by Fate you'\muſt be wedded, 

For your own Peace, when I am laid in Earth, 

Forget that e're Yaranes had a Being z 
Turn all your Soul to Theodofsus Boſom : 

Continue Gods their Days, and make*em long - 

Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen, 

And many Children, beauteovs as the Mother, 

And pious as the Father, make *em ſmile. 

Athen. O Heav*ns! 

Para. Farewell-Pll trouble you no more : 
The malady that's lodg?d within grows ſtronger; 

1 feel the ſhock of my approaching Fate : 

My heart tos trembles at his diſtant march 3 

Nor can I utter more, if you ſhouPd ask me. 

Thy arm, Arantbes! O farewell for ever ——— 

Athen. Varanes, ftay, 'and ereyou go for eyer, 
- Let me unfold my heart. Win 
Vara. «O Athenais ! | 
W hat further cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 


o 


' THEODOSIVS: Or, 


To add to what I ſuffer ? 

_  Athen, Since it is doom®d - 

That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers howd; 

As thoſe that have lov*d long, and loy'd well. 
Vara. Artthou ſo good ! O Athenais, oh ! 
Athen. Firſt from my Soul I pity and forgive you ; 

rdon you that haſty little Errour, 

Which yet has been the cauſe of both our Ruins, 

And leb this forrow witneſs for my Heart, 

How eagerly I wiſh it had not been, 

And ſince I cannot keep it, take it all, 

Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore you: : 

Or, if *tis poſſible, Fil give you more; . :/ 

Your noble Carriage forces this confeſſion *-- 

1 rage! I burn! 1 bleed ? I die for Love: 

Tam diſtracted with this World of Paſſjon. 


Vara. Gods ! cryel Gods 1 take notice I forgive you; 


Atben, Alas! my Lord ! my weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly Patience ;, cannot curb-- 
This Fury in; therefore I ket 4 loot ;. 
Spite of my rigid Duty, 1 will ſpeak: : 
With all the dearneſs of a dying Lover,-: - :- 
Farewell moſt lovely; and moſt:lov'd' of :Men ; 5 
Why comes this dying palenefs oer thy. Face? 
Why wander thus thy Eyes? Why doſt-thou bend 
As if the fatal weight of Death were on thee ? - 
 Vara, Speak yet alittle more; For, by the Gods ?' 
And as I prize thoſe blefſed happy moments, 
E ſwear, O Athenais! allis well 7 
©-never better !. 

Athen._ 1] doubt thee, dear Paranes;, 
Yet, if thon dy*ſt, I ſhall not long be'from thee: 
' Once more farewell, and take theſe laſt Embraces,. : 
Oh! I could cruſh him to my Heart 5 Toons 
And as a dying pledge of mylafb Love,: 


- 
* 


W hat have I done? oh lead me, ' lead me, ©Delia 1 


Ah, Prince farewell ! Angels prote& and guard the | 


Para. Turn back ! O- Athcnats !. and TING F 7; 
Hear my laſt words, and then farewell for ever : -/ 
Thou haſt undone me'more t5his confeſſion :- 

You ſay, you ſwear, you-lovernie monextizh ever " 
Yet, I muſt ſee you matry'd reianorher:: |, 

Gat there be any Plague or Helj like this ?' _ >. f 
®: Atbenais! Whither ſhall | turn me? 


You have brought me back. to-lifez, _ oh, witat'hife? © 


SH, 


wt 


' Takethis, which all thy Pray*rs could never Charing. 


To 


Fhe Force of Low: © IT 
To a life more terrible than a thouſand deaths; 
 Like-one that had been buried in a Trance, | 
With racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round, 
Forc'd by deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 


And bellow like a Spirit under ground, ies 
__ Still urg?d by Fate, to turn, to tofs, and rave, 7 
- Tormented, daſl'd, and broken in tig Grave. . ["Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


 Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and Crown'd: A Table with a Bowl of 
Poiſnn, 


Athen, Midnight Marriage ! muſt I to the Temple 
Thus, at the Murderers hour? ?Tis wond*rous range? 

But ſo thou ſay*ſt my Father has commanded ; 
And that's Almighty Reaſon, | 

Delia. Ty Emperour in compaſſion to the Prince; 
Who would, perhaps, fly to extravagance, 
If he in publick ſhonld reſolve to eſpobſe you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 

Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and ſing thoſe Lines 1 gave thee; . 
So, now [ amalone, yet my Soul ſhakes; 
For where this dreadful Draught 'may carry me, 

The Heav?ns can only tell ; yet I am reſoly'd 

To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence, 

W hiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I am doing 3 
By ſympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 

To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrovs Love, 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation, 

Of ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus. reſolv'd + 
ThuFin the rapid Chariot of the Soul; 

-Fo mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : S 
*Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte! come bring thy Lute, ® [Dyinks. 

And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, _ - 
Methinks I cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, = 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune raisd to Empire, 

- -Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies for my Embraces: 
Yet now to wave the Glories of the Warld, 

O my Yaranes! tho my Births unequal, . 
My Vertne ſure has richly recompeng?d,  . - 
And quite out-gone Example !. TE 


SONG. 
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Ab Crue] 1 Bloody Fate, 

_ | What canſt thou now do more ? 

" las, *tis all too late, 
Philander to reſtore * + : 

It by ſhould the Heavenly Powers RS 
Poor Mortals to believe, 
That they guard us here, 
And reward us there, 
Tet all our Toys deceive : - BR 


Her Ponyard then ſhe cook; 

And beld it in ber Hand; 

And with a dying look, 

Cry'd, thus I Fate commmand : 
Philander * ab my Love 7 come, 

To meet thy ſhade below ; 

Ah, I come, ſhe cry'd,. 

With-a Wound ſo wide, 

There needs no ſecond Blow : 


3." 
In Purple Waves ber Blood” 
Ran ſtreaming down the Floor, 
UVumouv'd ſhe faw the Fload, 
And bleſt her dying hour - 
Phulander ! ab, Phitander !' fil 
y *_ The bleeding Phillis: cry7d,, 
She wept a while, 
nd ford a ſmile; : 
" Then clos'd her Eyes and dy d. 


| Enter Pulcheria. 

Pulch., How fares my. dear Eud«/3a? ha, thou look'ſt,. 
Ox elſe the Tapers cheat my ſight, like, ons < 
That's fitter for thy Tomb-than Czſar's Bed, 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhaded Eyes, 
And'in deſpite of all thy Ornaments, | 
Thou ſeenyſt to me the Ghoſt of Athenais. 

Athen. And what's the puniſhment, 'my dear Pulcheia: 9 - 
What Torments are allotted: thoſe: ſad Spirits, ; 
— Who groaning with the burden. of Deſpair ; 

No longer will endure the Cares of Life, *' _ 
But boldly. ſet themſelves at liberty, ©  , oy: 
Thos 1 the dark Caves of Death to wirdet'6 on, 


\ Tha Fore 


Like wilded Trabittert aihon Tm 
Eternal Rovers in the glac 
_ _ the THEIR be a an- Iofait Moon, 
By a faint Glimmer checkering through the 
Reflets to diſmal view the OE Ghoſts Trees 
And never hape to reach the bleſſed Fig oe - 
' Pulch, No more'?* vhar, Attitus"ſhal Teſolve thee ; 3 
But ſee, he watts. Ng e from the {aperylr 3 F 
Thy Father too at ends. NN | 


- 


Enter Lene Articus, FRY 
Leont, Come, Athenats { Ha, what Tow in Tears? 
O fall of Hanour, but no more 1 charge thee, - + i” 
1 charge thee, as thou ever "hop'ft my Page | ; 
Or fear'ſt my "Curſe, to baniſh from thy Sout-* 3:56 1 1.56 F. : 
All Thoughts, if poſſible,” the Memory" 20 4] +6143 0M __ 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has ykdone/ thee, Rau 2 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, TILL GER 2Þ:0) 
To make the Emperour thine, this Night wed Jo, 2: t 
And lie within his Arms. En 28 
Athen, Yes, Sir, by BO nm | je ©2009; 2 M6. $000; 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will g0's' © : 1 RT EE SHOW | 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, '- WC Lot 20! 
Thus like a Vim crown'd and doom'd to blekd, i IO 
I'll wait you to the Altar; wed'the Empetour, - 2h, Te 
And if he.pleaſes, lie within his Arms, © © - 
Leont. Thou art my Child agen. 
Athen. But do-not, Sir, ' imagine that any Cltarins, 
Or Threatnings ſhall compel me «- oh 
Never to think of poor Yaranes more : | 
No, my Yaranes : No | bY 
While I have Breath, 1 will remember a; 4 
To thee atone I will my Thoughts: coals, | 
And all my Meditations ſhall be'thine': * +» - 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 
Fate and my End, and thy Remembrance till; 
As in ſome Pop'lar Shade the Nightirigale, -/ 
With piercing Moans does her loſt. Young bemail, 
Which the rough Hind, 'obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their Downy Neſt, had ſtoln away, 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does {till complain, Þ, 
| Sings all the Night, tho' 0 0) en are FOI OJ 


And ſtill renews her miley} 
So my Yaranes, *till my De: 1: 
Athexiis, / Andns 
g-: SCE NE 
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Shall ſad Eudofia thy dear tir Fes: | [Es 


3. 


. _ 


SGENE i... | 
- Enter Varanes. | 


Fran. *Tis Night, dead Night, and Weary Nature: lles 
So faſt, as if ſhe neyer were to riſe: 
od Of No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees ; A 
No noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas z 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon ; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at. the ſilent Moon : | 
Nor*bay the Ghoſts that glide with Horror by, 
. To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie, _ -'- - 
"The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give;  ,* 
| Nor to the Windows of the. dying cleave. -. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight found ' 
Calls drowſie Echo from the hollow ground 3 
In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht he ; |. 
The Stars, Heav*ns Centry, wink and ſeem to die! 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, 
Through the vaſt Shades where Iam doomn'd to £05 
or ſhall I need a Violence to wound : 
he Storta is here that drives me on the Ground, 
Sure means. to make the Soul and Bady part,. | 
A burning Fever, and a broken: FIOOTF-. Kr 0 
What, hoa, Jrantbes ! - © [Enter Aranthies.. 
Tent thee to the Apartment: of _ _. 9 
Lthenais ! I ſent thee, did 1 not, to be admitted ? ? 
Aran. Yougdid, my Lord ; but oh. | 
I fear to give you an-account.. 
Vara. Alas ! 
Aranthes, Fam got on the other fide | 
Of this bad World ;. arid-now am palt afk:fear. 
O ye avenging Gods, is ther 410 ue _ : 
Among your hoarded; oley/and ies Faps of Vengeance: 
Bzyond the mighty Lofs benass t 
*Tis contradidtion, ſpeak,.;then ſpeak,. 4rantbes. 
For all misfortunes.,. af : -compar'd with, i hats, 
Will make Yaranes ſmile - 


Aranth. My Lord,-the Empreſs. £4 
Crown'd = adorn'd with the Imperial. Robes, 


At this deafl time of Night with er, 4 | 

As eat dow d ng. ona all- to. 4 he Fannieſ keg 

pkg CO by the 2 LET My RGA Do. 4 
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- b 'Fb:., 
OO on Abebwedlon os 
Atticus and her Father, to the Temple, , <6.” 
There to eſpouſe th* Emperor, Theogoſ/tus, 
Yara. Say'ſt thou ? is't certain! - hah. 
Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw %em in proceſſion, 
Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate! O Fortune ! 
O giddy Chance ! O turn of Love and Greatneſs ! 1 
Marry*d.! ſhe has kept her Promiſe now indeed; | 
And oh her pointed Fame and nice Revenge, © 
Have reach'd their end: No Araithes ! .no [ 
{ will not ſtay the lazy Execution th: 
Of a ſlow Fever : Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
To obferve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee ; 
Stir not againſt my purpoſe, as thou fearſt _ 
My Anger and Diſdain 3 Nor dare to oppoſe me 
With troubleſome unneceſſary formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
I charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the Point, 
Tho” I have liv'd a Per/an, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd 
AS any Greek,or Roman of %em all. NO 
Aranth, What you command is terrible but ſacred, * 
And to atone for this too cruel Duty, | 
My Lord, I ll follow you———— 
Fara, I charge thee not ! | 
But when I am dead take the attending Slaves, 
And bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, _ 
Streight to the Temple ; lay me, O Aranthes ! 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Athenais's Feet, 
And ſay, O why, why, do my Eyes run o'er ! 
Say with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword 
I feel the Artery, where the Life-Blood lies ; 
It heaves againſt the Point—-— Now, O ye Gods, 
If for the greatly wretched you have room, 
Prepare my place, for dauntleſs lo I come ! 
The force of Love thus makes the Mortal Wound, 


And Athenais ſends me to the Ground, [Kills himſelf, 
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Enter Pulcheria and Talia at” tne Door; Marcian ard Licius | 


2 \.-.., @t another. 


|  "Pulch. Look Fulia, ee the penſive GEN comes; py 
”Tis to my wifh, I muſt no longer loſe him, % 

Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed:: he looks © **- 

As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within him, 

And labour'd for a Vent ; inſpire me Woman, 

That what my Soul deſires above the World, 


May ſeem impos'd and forc'd on my AﬀeRtions—— LOS TV IO 


Luc, I fay ſhe loyes you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it | iy | 
From your own Mouth: Now, in the Name of att - ©+ © 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? | 
Take heed, Sir, mark your "opportunity ; - 

For if the Woman lays it in your way, 
And you over-ſee it, ſhe is loſt for ever. a 

Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal Ieive; | 
Your Doom has baniſht me, and. oogy ©” 5 206 (25247 
The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now We pat —_— 
Never to. ſee each other niore*; 'the Court E\ 
Where I was born, and bred a Gentleman: © 
No more, till your Iiluſtrious Bounty raif?d me, 

And drew the Earth-born eh to the Clouds : - 

But, as the Gods ordair'd it, F havetoft, ' | - 

1 know not how, throvgh Snoiahce! your Grace : 

And now the Exhalation bf my Glory. - ET OS 


Is quite conſurtd and vaniſht into Air, | | TORT: 


Pulch, Proceed, Sir —— 
Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doon'd me to diſpleaſ you, - 
Be Witneſſes how much I honour you 
Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright ſelf, 
] leave this infamous Court with' more content 
Than Fools and Flatterers ſeek' it. But, oh Heaven! 
I cannot go if ſtill your hate purſues me; 
Yes, I declare it is impoſſible, 
To go to Baniſhment without your Pardon. 

Pulch. You have it, Marcian ; is there dught beſide, 
That you would ſpeak, for I am free to hear ? 

- Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more; what hinders 
But my laſt words ſhould here proteſt the Truth ? | 
Knob /then, Imperial Princeſs, 'matchle6 Woman, 

Since firſt you caſt your Eyes upon my meannels, 
Ev*n till you rals'd me to my envy*d height, 
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EE ELD YES IOEED © Aon 
The Forte'of Love. 
I have in ſecret lov'd you | 
Pulch, Is this Marcian ? | 
Marc. You frown! but 1] am:ſtill prepar'd for alt; 
I fay I lov'd you, and Llove you'ſtil}, 
More than my Life, and equal to my Glory ; 
Methinks the warring Spirit that infpires ' 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome ! 
That makes me talk without the fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to a&ts of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes ! our Thoughts too are a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory : 
Now, by the Gods, I loy*d you inyour Fury, 
In all the Thunder that quite riv'd my hopes, . 
I lov*d you moſt, ev?n when you did deftroy me. 
Madam, I've ſpoke my heart, and 'cou'd ſay more, - 
But that I ſee it grieves you, your high Blood 
Frets at the Arrogance and ſawcy Pride 
Of this bold Vagabond : may the Gods forgive me- 
Farewell; a worthier General may ſucceed me; ' 
But none more faithful ro the Emperour's Intereſt; 


- Than him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Aarcian. 


Pulch, Come back, you have ſubtilly play*d your part indeed ; 
For firſt, th? Emperour whom you lately ſchoold, 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion 3 + next commands you, 
As you're a Subject not to leave the Court, 
Next, but oh Heav*n! which way ſhall I expreſs 


' His cruel Pleaſure, he that is ſo mild 


In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my Tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high Diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian! to receive you as my Husband. 
Marc. Ha, Lucius! what, what does my Fate intend * 
Luc. Purſue her, Sir, *tis-as I ſaid, ſhe yields, 
And rages that you follow her no faſter ! 
Pulch, Is then at laſt my great Authority, 
And my intruſted Pow'r, declin'd to this? 
Yet oh my Fate, what way can avoid it! 
He charg?d me ſtreight to wait him to the Temple; 
And there reſolve! oh Marcian ! on this Marriage. 
Now generous Soldier, as you're truly noble ; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinthz - 
Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Knot, ' 
And make me and your felf for ever happy. 
Marc. Madam, VII ſpeak as briefly as I can, 
And as a Soldier ought, the only way a 
To help this Knot is yet to tye it faſter. 


«Þ$ : THEODOSIUS: '0,, - 
Since then the Emperor has reſolv'd you mine, ... . 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make this Holy-day throughout my Life, 
I take him at his word, and claim his promiſe; 
The Empire of the World fhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not, Madam, though my out ſide's rough, 
Yet, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart | 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgins, 
Ev*n now it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling Sorrows, 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperour 
To a Repentance / Come then to the Tryal ; 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Honour, 
If you go back when given me by his Hand, 
In diſtant Wars my Fate I will deplore, | 
And Marciar's Name ſhall n&er be heard of more: LE xeunt, 


SCEN E, the Temple. © 
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”Theodoſius, Athenals, Atticus .Joyning their hands === Marcian, 
Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine, 


Attic. The more than Gordian. knot 1s ty'd, 
Which Death's ſtrong Arm ſhall ner divide ; 
For when to bliſs ye wafted are, 
Your Spirits ſhall be wedded there. 
Waters arc loſt, and Fires will die; 
But Love alone can Fate defie. 


Enter Aranthes with the Body of Varanes, 


Arant. Where is the Empreſs ? Where ſhall I find Eudoſia? 
By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, | 
She has rob'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have giv'n 
A blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War; ; 
| Behold him there nipt in his flowry Morn, 
CompelPd to break his promiſe of a Day 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaft; 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to the Root, 
Canker'd and kilPd by Athenazs ſcorn, 
Athen, Dead ! dead, YVaranes ! 
Theo.  O ye Eternal Pow'rs 
That guide the World ! why do you ſhock our Reaſon, 
With aQts like theſe that lay our Thoughts in duſt ? 
Forgive me Heav'n this ſtart, or elevate 
Imagination more, and make it nothing. 
' , Alas! alas, Yaranes! But ſpeak, . Arantbes, | 
26 $. #- The 


'* The Force of Love. FE 6 cg 's 


The manner of his Fate : Groans choke my words ; 
But ſpeak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears. | 
Arant. His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
What ſome few minutes. paſt his Sword perfornyd, 
He heard from me your progreſs to the Temple, 
How you deſign'd at midnight to deceive him, 
By a Clandeſtine Marriage : But, my Lord, |: 
Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; Be) 
Or had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, & 
When from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 
The big round: drops rowF'd down his manly Face; 
When from his hallowed Breaſt a murmuring Craud 
Of groans ruſh'd forth,. and echo'd, All is well : 
Then had.you ſeen him. Oye cruel Gods / | 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, ht 
And dye it to the Hilts, with theſe laſt words 
Bear me to Athenais mms | | 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord, 
I have moſt ſtrictly kept my promiſe with you, 
Fam your Bride, and you can ask no more, _ 
Or if you did, L am paſt the power to give - 
But here! oh here! on hiscold bloody. Breaſt, 
Fhus let me breath-my laſt... fv 
Theo. O Empreſs,, what, what: canthis tranſport.mean? 
Are theſe our Nuptials! theſe. my promis'd Joys? 
Athen: Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpe& I:apy 
Theſe ſad remains ——And oh thou mighty. Split, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 
Look down and hear the wretched A4thenais, 
When thou ſhalt know, before'l gave conſent. 
To this indecent Marriage, I. had taken 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 
Which ſoon would render me, alas, unfit 
For the warm: Joys of an [mperial'Lover, 
And make me ever thine! yet keep my word 
With Theodofgus , Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theo.. Poiſon'd to free thee from theEmperor ! 
Oh, Athenais ! thou haſt done a deed 
Thattears my Heart ! what havel done againſt thee, 
That thou ſhouldſt brand me thus with Intamy 
And everlaſting ſhame !' Thou might*ſt-have made, 
Thy choice without this cruel a&.of Death, 
Left thee to thy. will ? 'and in requital: 
Thou haſt murder'd all my Fahe——— 
Atben, Opardonme !' 


' Elay my. dying Body at. your Feet,, | Andi 
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Ind beg, my Lord,, wick. m Roy inte treat you . | 
To impute the favſr i a fault, to I _—DO T 
And the ingratitude of; iu _ i 7 - beach | 5s bee | 


To her too cruel Stars Remember roo PD VER 
I begg'd you would not FRememher ro, Priiiee” oe 
Preſaging what has happend ;; yet my word, + | O00 


As to our Nuptials was inviolable. pg | £, FEAICY 
" Theo, Ha! ſhe is going? ſee her co: "_ EDS." Þ 
Draw in their Beams; the fleep of death 1s on her! Ei 


Athen, Farewell; my Lord! alas! alas, Payanes,." 
To embrace thee now is not inmodeſty ;”- SEE 


2 Or if it were, I think my bleeding Heart, . p00 | 
Would make me criminal ia Death,to cla thee, 0ST F001 
Break all the tender niceties of Honour,” 11 017 
To fold thee thus, and warm'thee into' Iv 99, HON» 


For oh what Man, like him,” cod W omanroye?” = 
: O Prince belov'd ! O'Spirit 'moſt divine #”/ - ti! 56 23 3 F410 
; Thns by my Death, I give thee all my Love,” 2s M3 Of, 5 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thitve—— | 
Theo. O Marcian ! O Pulcheria* did not the  Fomer, 
Whom we adore plant all-his Tlinnder-bolts | - 
Againſt Self-murderers, I would periſh too': LEY 
But as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire” \ 
To theg, my Siſter, I bequeath the World ; 
- And yet a gift more great the Gallarit Marcian! [-Q-, 
On then my Friend, now ſhew thy Roman Spirit 
As to her Sex, fair Athenais was; 1 CEP 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true moon ——e not: 
Thus well atone for all the * Wer Crimes, 37 ot 00117 3502-7 
.:That yet it may be ſaid inafter-times, POS P35 WO 20G] 
"NoAge with ſuch Examples con'd compare; - if 
So Great, ſo Good, ſo Vertuous, and ſo Fair'f 


[:Dies. 
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